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MRS. PERKINS’S BALL. 


THE MULUOAN (OF BALLYMVLLIGAH), AND HOH' 
IFB WENT TO MRS. PERKINS'S BALL. 

T DO not know where Ballymulligan is, and never knew 
^ anybody who did. Once I asked the Mulligan the 
question, when that chieftain assumed a look of dignity so 
ferocious, and spoke of ** Saxon cuiiawsitee ** in a tone of 
such evident displeasure, that, as after ali it can matter very 
little to me whereabouts lies the Celtic principality in question, 
I have never pressed the inquiry any farther. 

I don't know even the Mulligan's town residence. One 
night, as he bade us adieu in Oxford Street, — “ I live there,** 
says he, pointing down towards Uxbridge, with the big stick 
he carries : — so his abode is in that direction at any rate. 
He has his letters addressed to several of bis friends' houses, 
and bis parcels, &c. , are left for him at various taverns ^hich 
he frequents. That pair of checked trousers, in which you 
see him attired, be did me the favour of ordering from my 
own tailor, who is quite as anxious as anybody to know the 
address of the wearer. In like manner my hatter asked me, 

00 was the Hirish gent as 'ad ordered four 'ats and a 
sable boar to be sent to my lodgings ? " As I did not know 
(however I might guess), the articles have never been sent, 
and the Mulligan has withdrawn his custom from the " in- 
fernal four-and-ninepenny scoundthrd," as be calls him. 
The hatter has not shut up shop in consequence. 

1 became aoquwted with the Mulligan through a dislin- 
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guisbed countryman of his, who, strange to say, did not 
know the chieftain himself. But dining with my friend Fred 
Clancy, of the Irish bar, at Greenwich, the Mulligan came 
up, “ inthrojuiced " himself to Clancy as he said, claimed 
relation&uip with him on the side of Brian Boroo, and draw- 
ing his chair to our table, quickly became intimate with us. 
He took a great liking to me, was good enough to find out 
my address and pay me a visit : since which period often 
and often on coming to breakfast in the morning I have 
found him in my sitting-room on the sofa engaged with the 
rolls and morning papers ; and many a time, on returning 
home at night for an evening's quiet reading, I have discovered 
this honest fellow in the arm-chair before the fire, perfuming 
the apartment with my cigars, and tiying the quality of such 
liquors as might be found on the sideboard. The way in 
which he pokl:s fui^^ at Betsy, the maid of the lodgings, is 
prodigious. She begins to laugh whenever he comes ; if he 
calls her a duck, a diwle, a darlin’, it is all one. He is just 
as much a master of the premises os the individmil who 
rents them at fifteen shillings a week ; and as for handker- 
chiefs, shirt-collars, and the like articles of fugitive haber- 
dashery, the loss since I have known him i» unaccountable. 
1 suspect he is like the cat in some houses : for, suppose the 
whisky, the cigars, the sugar, the tea-caddy, the pickles, and 
othei^roceries disappear, all is laid upon that edax-rerum 
of a Mulligan. 

The greatest offence that can be offered to him is to call 
him Mr. Mulligan. “ Would you deprive me, sir,” says he, 
“of the title which was bawrun be me princelee ancestors in 
a hundred thousand battles? In our own green valleys and 
fawrests, in the American savannahs, in the sierras of Speen 
and the flats of Flandthers, the Saxon has quailed before 
me war-cry of Mulligan Aboo I Mr. Mulligan 1 I'll pitch 
anybody out of the window who calls me Mr. Mulligan.** 
He said this, and uttered the slogan of the Mulligans with a 
shriek so terrific, that my uncle (the Rev. W. Gruels, of the 
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Independent Congregation, Bungay), who had happened to 
address him in the above obnoxious manner, while sitting at 
my apartments drinking tea after the May meetings, instantly 
quitted the room, and has never taken the least notice of me 
since, except to state to the rest of the £sLmilyihat I am 
doomed irrevocably to perdition. 

Well, one day last season, I had received from my kind 
and most estimable friend, Mrs. Perkins of Pocklington 
Square (to whose amiable family I have had the honour of 
giving lessons in drawing, French, and the German flute), an 
invitation couched in the usual terms, on satin gilt-edged 
notepaper, to her evening party ; or, as I call it, " Ball.’' 

Besides the engraved note sent to all her friends, my kind 
patroness had addressed me privately as follows : — 

**My dear Mr. Titmarsh, — If you ^now any vefy 
eligible young man, we give you leafe to bring him. You 
gentlemen love your eluds so much now, and care so little for 
daneing, that it is really quite a scandal. Come early, and 
before everybody, and give us the benefit of all your taste and 
Continental skill. 

** Your sincere 

** Emily Perkins." 

“Whom shall I bring?" mused I, highly flattered by this 
mark of confidence ; and I thought of Bob Trippett ; and 
little Fred Spring, of the Navy Pay Office ; Hulker, w'ho is 
rich, and I knew took lessons in Paris ; and a half-score of 
other bachelor friends, who might be considered as ixty 
eligible-^MfYien I was roused from my meditation by the slap 
of a hand on my shoulder ; and looking up, there was the 
MuUigom, who began, as usual, reading the papers on my 
desk. 

“Hwhat’s this?" says he. “Who’s Perkins? Is it a 
supper-ball, or only a tay-ball?" 

“ The Perkinses of Po^lington Square, Mulligan, are tip- 
top people/' says 1, with a tone of dignity. “ Mr. Perkins's 
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sister is married to a baronet, Sir Giles Bacon, of Hogwash, 
Norfolk. Mr. Perkins's uncle was Lord Mayor of London ; 
and he was himself in Parliament, and may be again any day. 
'Hie family are my most particular friends. A tay-ball indeed I 

why, Gunter " Here I stopped : I felt I was committing 

myself. 

Gunter 1 " sa)rs the Mulligan, with another confounded 
.slap on the shoulder. “ Don't say another word : fU go 
widg you, my boy." 

“ You go. Mulligan?" says I: “why, really — I — it's not 
my party." 

“Your hwhawt? hwhat's this letter? a’ n't I an eligible 
young man ? — Is the descendant of a thousand kings unfit 
company for a miserable tallow-chandthlering cockney ? 
Are ye joking A^id me ? for, let me tell ye, I don't like them 
jokes. D'ye supposct I'm not as well bawrun and bred as 
yourself, or any Saxon friend ye ever had ? " 

“ 1 never said you weren’t. Mulligan," says I. 

“ Ye don’t mean seriously that a Mulligan is not fit com- 
pany for a Perkins?" 

“ My dear fellow, how could you think I could so far insult 
you?" says I. 

“ Well then," says he, “ that’s a matter settled, and we go.” 

Wha^the deuce was I to do? I wrote to Mrs. Perkins ; 
and that kind lady replied, that she would receive the Mulli- 
gan, or any other of my friends, with the greatest cordiality. 
“Fancy a party, all Mulligans!" thought I, with a secret 
terror. 





MR. AND MRS, PERKINS, THEIR HOUSE, 
AND THEIR YOUNG PEOPLE. 

Following Mrs. Perkins’s orders, the present writer made 
his appearance very early at Pocklington Square; where 
the tastiness of all the decorations elicited my warmest 
admimtion. Supper of course was in the dining>room, 
superbly arranged by Messrs. Grigs and Spooner, the con- 
fectioners of the neighbourhood. I assisted my respected 
friend Mr. Perkins and his butler i%decanting the sherry, 
and saw. not without satisfaction, a large bath for wine 
under the sidelxDard, in which were already placed very 
many bottles of champagne. 

The Back Dining-room, Mr. P.’s study (where the vene- 
rable man goes to sleep after dinner), was arranged on this 
occasion as a tea-room, Mrs. Flounccy (Miss Fanny’s maid) 
officiating in a cap and pink ribbons, which became her 
exceedingly. Lohg long before the arrival of the company, 
I remarked Master Thomas Perkins and Master Giles Bacon, 
his cousin (son of Sir Giles Bacon, Bart.), in this apartment, 
busy among the macaroons. 

Mr. Gregoiy, the butler, besides John the footman and 
Sir Gi^’s large man in the Bacon livery, and honest Grund- 
sell., carpiLH-'beater and greengrocer, of Little Pocklington 
Buildings, had at least half-a-dozen of aides-de-camp in 
black with white neckcloths, like doctors of divinity. 

The Back DRAWiNG-gooM door on the lading being 
taken off the hinges (and placed upstairs under Mr. Perkins’s 
bed), the orifice was covered with muslin, and festooned 
with degant wreaths of flowers. This was the Dancing 
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Saloon. A linen was spread over the carpet : and a band — 
consisting of Mr. Clapperton, piano. Mr. Pinch, harp, and 
Herr Spoff, comet-A-piston — arrived at a pretty early hour, 
and were accommodated with some comfortable negus in the 
tea-room, previous to the commencement of their delightful 
labours. The boudoir to the left was fitted up as a card- 
room ; the drawing-room was of course for the recepvtion of 
the company, -—the chandeliers and yellow damask being 
displayed this night in all their splendour ; and the charming 
conservatory over the landing was ornamented by a few 
moon-like lamps, and the flowers arranged so that it had 
the appearance of a faiiy bower. And Miss Perkins (as I 
took the liberty of stating to her mamma) looked like the 
fairy of that bower. It is this young creature’s first year in 
public life: she has been educated, regardless of expense, 
at Hammersmifn ; ai|d a ^simple white muslin dress and 
blue ceinture set off charms of which I beg to speak with 
respectful admiration. 

My distinguished friend the Mulligan of Ballymulligan was 
good enough to come the very first of the party. By the 
way, how awkward it is to be the first of the party ! and yet 
you know somebody must ; but for my part, being timid, I 
always wait at the comer of the street in the cab, and watch 
until some other carriage comes up. 

Well, 'as we were arranging the sherry in the decanters 
down the supper-tables, my friend arrived: Hwhare's me 
friend Mr. Titmarsh?" I heard him bawling out to Gregory 
in the passage, and presently he rushed into the supper-room^ 
where Mr. and Mrs. Perkins and myself were, and as the 
waiter was announcing "Mr. Mulligan," "THE Mulligan 
of Ballymulligan, ye blackguard?*’ roared he, and stalked 
into the apartment, " apologoising," as he said, for intro- 
ducing himself. 

' Mr. and Mrs. Berkins did not ^haps wish to be seen in 
this room, which was for the present only lighted 1^ ^ 
couf^ of candles; but ko was not at all abashed by tbig 
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cirqumstance, and grasping them both warmly liy the hands, 
he instantly made himself at home. **As friends of my 
dear and talented friend Mick," so he is pleased to call me, 

I*m deloighted, madam, to be made known to ye. Don't 
consider me in the light of a mere acquaintarfte 1 As for 
you, my dear madam, you put me so much in moind of my 
own blessed mother, now resoiding at Ballymulligan Castle, 
that I begin to love ye at first soight." At which speech 
Mr. Perkins getting rather alarmed, asked the Mulligan 
whether he would take some wine, or go upstairs. 

“Faix," says Mulligan, "it’s never too soon for good 
dhrink." And (although he smelt very much of whisky 
already) he drank a tumbler of wine "to the improvement 
of an acqueentence which comminces in a manner so 
deloightfuL" 

" Let's go upstairs. Mulligan," say^ I, and led the noble 
Irishman to the upper apartments, which were in a profound 
gloom, the candles not being yet illuminated, and where we 
surprised Miss Fanny, seated in the twilight at the piano, 
timidly trying the tunes of the polka which she danced so 
exquisitely that evening. She did not perceive the stranger 
at first; but how she started when the Mulligan loomed 
upon her I 

"Heavenlee enchanthress 1 " says Mulligan, "don’t fioy 
at the approach of the humblest of your sleeves ! Reshewm 
your pleece at that insthrument, which weeps harmonious, or 
smoils melojious, as you chamim it I Are you acquecnied 
with the Oirish Melodies ? Can ye play, ' Who fears to talk 
of Nointy-eight ? ' the * Shan Van Voght,* or the ' Dirge of 
OUaniFodhlah'?" 

"Who’s this mad chap that Titmarsh has brought?" 1 
heard Master Bacon exclaim to Master Perkins. " Look I 
how frightened Fanny looks 1 " 

"Oh pooh I gals are always frightened," Fanny’s brother 
replied ; but GUes Bacon, more violent, said, " 111 tell you 
what, Tom : if this goes on, we must i»tch into him." And 
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SO 1 have no doubt they would, when another thundering 
knock coming, Gregory rushed into the room and began 
lighting all the candles, so as to produce an amazing 
brilliancy. Miss Fanny sprang up and ran to her mamma, 
and the young gentlemen slid down the banisters to receive 
the company in the hall. 





** What name shall I enounce? " 

“ Don’t hurry the gentleman-- don’t you see he idn’t buttoned Kui 
strap yet 7“ 

" Say Mr. FftEDERicit Minchih.” (This is spoken with much 
dignity.) 


EVERYBODY BEGINS TO COME, BUT 
ESPECIALLY MR. MtNCHiN. 

** It’s only me and my sisters,” Master Bacon said ; thougfh 
*' only ” meant eight in this instance. All the young ladies 
had fresh cheeks and purple elbows ; all had white frocks, 
with hair morjc or less auburn : and so a party was already 
made of this blooming and numerous family, before the rest 
of the company began to arrive. The three Miss Meggots 
next came in their Ayt Mr. Bkdes ai^ his niece from 19 in 
the Square ; Captain, and Mrs. Struther, and Miss Struther ; 
DbetOr Toddy's two daughters and thdir mamma: but 
where were the gehdemen ? Thet Mulligan, great and active 
as he was, could not suffice among so many b^uties. At 
last came a brisk neat little knock, and looking into the 
ball, I saw a gentleman taking off his clogs there, whilst Sir 
Giles Bacon's big footman was looking on with rather a 
contemptuous air. 

What name shall I enounce?” says he, with a wink>at 
Gregory ba the stair. 

The gendeman in dogs said, with quiet dignity,— 

MR. FREDERICK MINCHtN. 

**Pump Court, Temple,” is printed on his cards m very 
small type: and he is a rising barrister of the Western 
Circuit He is to be found at home of mornings ; after- 
wards **at Westminster,” as you read on his back-door. 
**BiDks and Minchin's Reports” are probably known to 
my legal friends ; this is the Minchin in question. 

He is decidedly gentedi and is rather in request at the 
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balls of the Judges* and Serjeants* ladies: for he dances 
irreproachably, and goes out to dinner as much as ever 
he can. 

He mostly dines at the Oxford and Cambridge Club, of 
which yon can easily see by his appearance that he is a 
member ; he takes the joint and his half-pint of wine, for 
Minchin does everything like a gentleman. He is rather 
of a literary turn ; still makes Latin verses with some neat- 
ness ; and before he was called, was remarkably fond of 
the flute. 

When Mr. Minchin goes out in the evening, his clerk 
brings his bag to the Club, to dress; and if it is at all 
muddy he turns up his trousers, so that he may come in 
without a speck. For such a party as this, he will have new 
gloves ; otherwise Frederick, his cleric, is chiefly employed 
in cleaning theA with india-rubber. 

He has a number of pleasant stories about the Circuit 
and the University, which he tells with a simper to his 
neighbour at dinner ; and has always the last joke of Mr. 
Baron Maule. He has a private fortune of five thousand 
pounds; he is a dutiful son; he has a sister married, in 
Harley Street ; and Lady Jane Ranvillc has the best opinion 
of him, and says he is a most excellent and highly principled 
young man. 

Her Ladyship and daughter arrived just as Mr. Minchin 
had popped his clogs into the umbrella stand ; and the rank 
of that respected person, and the dignified manner in which 
he led her upstairs, caused all sneering on the part of the 
domestics to disappear. 




THE BALL-ROOH DOpR. 




THE BALL-ROOM DOOR. 


A at knocks follow FVedenok Mmch,tn*s : ia 

^ Ixout ^ossrs. Spoff. Pinch, and Clapton have begun 
djieir end MtUligan, With one of the hfiss Bacon$, 
te dnmS^ng inajesticatl^ In the fiiM <{uadriH6. My yoimg 
A^kads Odes JMid t’om ptieier thn landlng^plaoe to ^ 
IbAa^root^ ihcf robhitog tke 

iw <h«y lioiiie up or 4<A^ dies hm 
fisameen li^? he wilt have a dieadful sioma^^he 


1a»wi0ttow« tbnii h«# eaien twelve^ but he has had Kbwc 

Qttfiu3seU>tlieoccasi^ 


Master Tom bc^ ^uantithw of gmg«r» 
beer, m oi qMm dbuy him nothing. That is Griuidsell> 
MaanwhUe direct your attention 
^ geathnneaakthe door: ihi^ are conversing. 

X$i W^*a,l!h^ mkh of die hous^the bald man? 

Of ooiifse. The mail of the house is ^ways 
^c^aaiockbtofcer. ^ 5nooks brOU^t me 

job been tp die tea*?oom? Them's a 
Jn Ihe taadOmn. blue eyes, pihk rfhhons. that 


Who the deuce is Yhal gul with dbose tm 
(|adl I do wish somebody wottM 


young lady h my niece, siw^^my 
"VMi, ipetal 9tmk your nieoeV ihh^ildeis: 



34 tilts* )n^Qtss^ Utix** 

^4H«n«*{t,b«gadt ^^doei. <t»iM ftt) 

nie to dK {>etkinw — HuBq I !(««% (u«<>U 

WiM-LMtr Baocm a; t <>>• 

ncvert^wit vitbout tbewlMlS'littot^ t 






LADY BACON, THE MISS BACONS, MR. 
FLAM. 


Lady B. Leonora ! Maria I Amelia ! here is the gentleman 
we* met at Sir John Porkington’s. 

[The Misses Bacon, expecting to be asked to dance, 
smile simultaneously, and begin to smooth their 
tuckers, ^ * 

Mr. Flam. Lady Bacon ! I couldn't be mistaken in you / 
Woh'^t you dance, I^dy Bacon ? 

Lady B, Go away, you droll creature 1 , 

Mr, Flam. And these arc your ladyship's seven lovely 
sisters, to judge from their likenesses to the charming I^dy 
Bacon? . 

/.ady B. My sisters, he 1 be ! my daughters, Mr. Flam, 
and they dance, don't you, girls? 

The Misses Bacon. Q yes ! 

Mr. Flam. Gad ! how I wish I was a dancing man I 

[Exit Flam. 



MR. / IRKTNS. 

I nA\ t not been able to do justice (only a I.auTence could 
do that) to in> nsjKcUd fntnd Mis Pei kins, in this pictuie, 
but Lai kins s ixinriit is considered very like Adollibus 
I irkins has been long connected with Mr. Perkins s City 
cstablishintni and is asked to dine twice or thrice per 
annum. lA tiling parties an the‘ gieit enjo)inent of this 
simple voulli, who, after he has walked from Kentish 'I own 
to rhames Street, and passed twelve' hours m severe laliotur 
ilieii and walked^ back again to Kentish Town, finds no 
gicMlei pleasuic than to attire his lean person in that elegant 
evening eostume which }ou sees to walk into town «7gain, 
and to dinec at anyliodv’s house who wift invite him. 
Islington, PentonMlle, Someis Vown, arc the scenes of 
many of his exploits, and 1 h.ive seen this'^good natured 
fellow pel forming figure dances at Netting Hill, at a house 
where I am ashamed to sa) there wa.s no supper, no negus 
even to speak of, nothing hut the bare incnts of the polka m 
which Adolpliub rcvils To desciibe this gentleman's m* 
faiuation for dancing let me sa>, in a word, that he will 
even frequent lioarding house hops ratlier than not go. 

He has clogs lOf>, like Mmchin but nobody laughs at 
htm. He gives himself no airs , but walka into a bouse with 
a knock and a demeanour so tremulous and humble; that the 
servants raihc'r patronise him. He does not speak, or have 
any particular opinions, but when the time comes, begins to 
dance He bleats out a word or two to his partner during 
this operation, seems very weak and sad dunng the whole 
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performance ; and, of course, is set to dance uitlr the ugliest 
women everyw here". 

The gentle, kind spirit ! when 1 think of him night after 
night, hopping and jigging, and trudging off to Kentish 
Tovm, so gently, through the fogs, and mud, and dgrkness : 
I do not know whether I ought to admire him, because his 
enjoyments are so simple, and his dispositions so kindly ; 
01 laugh at him, because he draws his life so exquisitely 
mild. Well, well, we can't be all roaring hons in this 
world : there must be some lambs, and harmless, kindly, 
gregarious creatures for t*nting and shearing. See ! even 
good-natured Mrs Perkins is leading up the trembling 
I..arkins to tlic tremendous Miss Buniun ! 




VQt. 1. 


B2 



MISS BUNION. 


The Popicss, author of Heartstrings,” “The Deadly 
Nightshade," ' Passion Flowers," icc. Though her poems 
breathe only of love, Miss h has never Ixen inained. Site 
IS nearly six feet high; she loves walt/mg beyond even 
jx>csy, and I think Iol>stcr-aaIad as much as either. SIic 
cdnfessi's to twenty eight , m which cast^ her first volume, 
“The Oiphan of (?ozo ’ (cut up by Mr. Higby, in the 
Quartet ly^ Uith his usu.iI kindness), must h.ive been pub- 
lished when she was thier* jears old 

For a woman all soul, she certainly cats as much as any 
woman I ever saw, 'Ihe sufferings she has had to endure 
are, she says, beyond coinjxire , the poems which she writes 
breathe a withering passion, a smouldering despair, an 
agony of spirit that would melt the st^ul of a drayman, 
were he to rt ad tin m \\V11, it is a comfort to SCe that 
she can d.iiice of nights, and to know (for the habits of 
illustrious liti rarv iicrsons ait, alw.rys worth knowing) that 
she eats a hot mutton chop for breakfast every motaing 
of her blighted existence. 

She lives in a boarding house at Droinpton, and comes 
to the party in a fly. 



MISS BUNION. 




MK flICK&. 


MR. HICKS. • 


It worth twopence to see Mjss Run ion and Poseidon 
Hicks, tile great poet, conversing with one another, and to 
talk of one to the, other afterwards. How they hale each 
other ! 1 (in my wicked way) have sent Hicks almost raving 
mad, by praising Bunion to him in confidence ; and you can * 
drive Bunion out of the room by a few ^dicious panegyrics 
of Hicks, 

Hicks first bur<^l upon the aslotiished wwld with poems, in 
the Byronic manner: "The Death-Shriek,” "The Bastard 
of Lam.” " The Au^bal,” "The Fire-Ship of Ikitzans,” and 
Other works. His " Ix>ve Lays,” in Mr. Moore’s early style, 
were pronounced to lie wonderfully precocious for a young 
gentleman then only thirteen, and in a commercial academy 
at Tooting. 

Sub^ucntly, this great bard Ix^came less passionate and 
tt^ore thoughtful ; and, at the age of twenty, wrote “ Idiosyn- 
^racy” (in forty books, 4 to.); "Ararat,” "a siutx;ndou& 
epic,” as the reviews said; and "The Megathcria,” "a 
magnificent contribution to our prc-Adainiic literature,” 
according to the same authorities. Not having read these 
work^, it would ill become me to judge them ; but I know 
that poor jingle, the publisher, always attributed his in.sol- 
wncy to the latter epic, which was magnificently printed in 
elephant folio, 

' Hicks has now taken a classical turn, and has brought out 
** Poseidon/' "lacchus,” "Hrpha^tus,” and I dare say is 
going through the mythology. But 1 should not like to gy 
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him at a passage of the Greek Delectus^ any more than 
twenty thousand others of us who have hdcl a ‘'classical 
education.” 

Hicks* was taken m an inspired attitude, regarding the 
chandelier, and pretending he didii t know that Miss Pettifer 
wtis looking at him. 

Her name is Anna Maria (daughter of Higgs and Pettiferi 
solicitors Itedford Row), but Hicks calls her “ lanthe*’ in 
his album verses, and is himself an eminent drysaltcr in the 
City 





I^IISS Mr COOT, 



MISS MEGGOT. 


Pooh Miss Meggot is not so lucky as Miss Bunion. Nobody 
comes 10 dance with hey, though she has a new frock on, 

, as she calls it, and rather a pretty foot, which she alw^ays 
manages to stick out. ^ 

She is forty-seven, the youngest of three listers, who live 
in a mouldy old house, near Middlesiflc Hospital, wliere they 
have lived for I don’t know' how many .score of years ; but 
this is certain: the eldest Miss Meggot saw the Gordon 
Riots out of that .sam^- jwlour window, and tells the .story 
how her father (physician to George HI.) was robbed of his 
queue in the streets on that occasion. The two old laditJSi 
have taken the brevet rank, and arc addressed as Mrs. Jane 
and Mrs. Tk*tsy : one of them is at whist in the back drawing- 
room. But the youngest is still called Miss Nancy, and is 
considered quite a baby by her sisters. 

She was going to Ihj married once to a brave young officer, 
Ensign Angus Mactpiirk, of the Whistlebinkie Fenciblcs; 
but be fell at Quatre Bras, by the side of the gallant Snuff- 
mull, his commander. Deeply deeply did Miss Nanejj 
deplore him. 

But ^ime has cicatrised the wounded heart. She i*. gay 
now, and would sing or dance, ay, or marry if anybod> 
asked her. 

Do go, my dear friend— I don't mean to ask her to marry, 
but to ask her to dance.-— Never mind the looks of the thing. 
It will make her happy ; and what does it cost you ? Ah, 
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my dear fellow 1 take this counsel : always dance with the 
old ladies — always dance with the governesses. It is a 
comfort to the poor things when they get up in their garret 
tha^t somebody has bad mercy on them. And such a hand- 
some fellow as jfoii too I . ' 





MISS RANVILLB, REV. MR. TOOP, 
Miss MULLINS, MR. WINTER. 

J/r. W. Miss Mullins, look at Miss R.invillc what a 
picture of good-humour ‘ 

MiSs M Ob, you satirical creature 1 

Mr, \V, Do you know why sht is so angry? she expected 
to (lance with Captain Gng, and by some mistake the 
CJambndge Professor got hold of her isn’^ he atandsomc 
man? 

Mm M, Oh, you droll wretch 1 

Mk W. Yes, he’s a fellovi of College-fellows mayn’t 
marry. Miss Mullins- proor lellow^, ay, Miss Mullins? 

MtssM, Lai 

Mr, \P\ And Professor of Phlclxjtomy in the University. 
He flatters himself he is a man of the world, Miss Mullins, 
and always dances m the long vacation. 

Mm M. You mahnoua w icked monster 1 

Mr, W, Do you know Lady Jane Ranville ? Miss Ran 
ville*s mamma. A ball on<x a year , f<x)tmcn m canary- 
coloured livery ; Baker Street , six dinners in the season ; 
starves all the year round , pndt and poverty, you know , 
Pvc been to her Ml ana, Ranville Ranville s her brother , 
and betvfecn you and me —but this, dear Miss Mulhns, is a 
pn^ound secret,— I dunk be s a greater fool than his sister. 

Miss M, Oh, you satirical, droll, malicious, wicked thing 
you I 

Mr, W, You do me injustice. Miss Mullins, indeed you 
do. \Chaine Anglaise, 



MISS JOY, MR. AND MRS. yOY, 
MR. DOTTBR. 


Mr ti. What spinu that girl has, Mrs. Joy ! 

Mr, /. t)he’s ,l sunshim iti a house, Bolter, a regular 
sunshine. Wlu^n Mrs. J here's in a bad humour, I 

Mrs. J. Don't talk nonsense, Mr. Joy, 

Mr, B, Thcie’s a bop, skip, and jump foi you I Why, it 
lieats Elsfjef ! Ufion my conscience, it does ! It’s her ^r- 
toenth quadnlkt»too. There she goes ! She's a jeuel of a 
girl, though 1 say it that shouldn't. 

A/rr. J, {laughing) Why don't you marry her, Hotter? 
Shall I .*ipeak to her ’ I dare say she'd have you. You're 
not so very old. 

Mr, B, I.)on't aggravate me, Mrs, J. You know when I 
lost my heart in the year 18x7, at the opening of Waterloo 
Bridge, to a young larh who wouldn’t have me, and left me 
to die in dcspiir, and married Joy of the Stock Exchange. 

Mrs. /, Get away, you foolish old creature. 

[Mr, Joy looks on in eistasits at Mtss JpY's a^Uty. 
Lady Janf Ranville, of Baker Street, pronounces 
her to he an evteedirtgly forward person. CatTAIN 
Dobbs Ukes a girl who has plenty cf go inker; and 
as for I'RED Sp.\kivS, he u over head and ears in love 
with her. 








MR. RANVILLB RANVILLE AND 
JACK HUBBARD. 

TjiiS is MibS Ranville Ranvillc’s brother, Mr. Ranville Ran- 
viHe of the Foreign Office, faithtully designed as he was 
* playing at whist in the card-room. Talleyrand used to play 
at whist at the “ Travellers’," that is why Ranville Ranville 
indulges in that diploiiuttc recreation. It is his fault if 
he \x! not the grt*atcst man the room. • 

If you speak to him, he smiles sternly, and answers in 
monosyllables ; he would miher die than commit himself, 
lie never has committed himself in his life. He was the 
first at school, and distinguishoi at Oxford. He is growing 
prematurely bald now, like Canning, and is quite proud of 
it. He rides in St, James's Park of a morning Ixjfore break- 
fast. He dockets his tailor's bills, and nicks off his dinner- 
notes in diplomatic jjaragraphs, and kt*eps prSt is of them all. 
If he ever makes a joke, it is a quotation from Horace, like 
Sir Robert Peel The only relaxation he permits himself, is 
to read Thucydides in the holidays. 

Everybody asks him out to dinner, on account of his 
brass-buttons with the Queen's cipher, and to have the air of 
being well with the Foreign Office. "Wliere I dine," he 
says solemnly, "1 think it is my duty to go to evening 
parties.'^ That is why he is here. He never dances, never 
sups, never drinks. He has gruel when he goes home to 
beit 1 think it is in his brains. 

He 1$ such an ass and so respectable, that one wonders 
bns pot succeeded in the world ; and yet somehow they 
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l.iugh at him , and you and 1 shall be Minist^s as soon as 
he will. 

Yonder, making Ix^lieve to look over the pnnt-books, is 
that m^rry rogue, Jack Hubbard 

Sec how jovial he looks ’ lie is the life and soul of every 
p«irty, and his impromptu singing after supper will make 
you die of laughing He is meditating an impromptu now, 
and at tht same time thinking diout a bill that is rommg 
due next Ihiiisdi). Hipp^ dog* 





MRS. TROTTKR, MlbS TROTTER, MISS TOADY* 
LORD MLTXiUbCLAH 


MRS. TROTTER, MISS TROTTER, MISS 
TOADY, LORD METHUSELAH. 

Dear Emma Trotter bos been silent and rather ill-humoured 
all the evening, until now her pretty face lights up with 
smiles. Cannot you guess w'hy ? Pity the simple and atfec- 
tionate creature ! Lord Methuselah has not arrived until 
this moment : and see how the artless girl steps forward to 
greet him. ^ 

In the midst of all the selfishness and turmoi^of the world, 
how charming It is to find virgin hearts quite unsullied, 
and to look on at little romantic pictures of mutual love 1 
fjord MetUUselah, though you know his age by the Peerage 
—though he Is old, wigged, gouty, rouged, wicked, has 
lighted up a piire dome m that gen lie bosom. There was a 
talk about Tom Willoughby last year ; aUujlhcn, for a time, 
young Hawbuck (Sir John Hawbuck’s youngest son) seemed 
th<^ favoured man ; but Emma never knew her mind omul 
she met the dear creature before you in a Rhine steamboat. 
“Why are you so late, Edward?” says she. Dear artless 
c^ildl 

Her mother looks on with tender satisfaction. One can 
appreciate the joys of such an admirable parent ! 

“Lqc^ at them I ” says Miss Toady. “ I vow* and pro- 
test theyVe the handsomest couple in the room ! ” 

. Methuselah's grandchildren are rather jealous and angry, 
ahd Mademoiselle Ariane, of the Frendi theatre, is furious. 
But there's no accounting for the mercenary envy of some 
people ; and it is impossible to satisfy everybody. 




c 



MR. BEAU MORIS, MR. GRIG, 

MR. FLYNDERS. 

Thork three young men are dost vibed in a twinkling . Cap- 
tain Orig of the Heavies; Mr. Beaumoris, the handsome 
young man ; Tom Flinders (Flynders Flynders he now calls 
lurnseH), die fat gentleman M^ho dresses after Boauinoris. 

Heaumoris is in the Treasury : he has a salary of eighty 
pounds a yecr, on which he maintains the best cab and 
horses of the season ; and out of which he pays seventy 
guineas merely for his subscriptions to clubs. He hunts in 
l>’icestorshire, where great men mount him ; he is a pro- 
digious favourite behind the scenes at the theatres; you 
may got glimpses of him at Richmond, with all sorts of pink 
lionncts ; and he the sworn friend of half tlie most famous 
routfs about town, .such as old Methuselah, Lord Billygoat, 
T^rd Tarquin, and the rest: a respectable race. It is to 
oblige the former that the good-natured young fellow is here 
to night ; though it must not be imagined that he gives him- 
self any airs of .suiieriority. Dandy as he is, he is quite 
affable, and woiikl borrow ten guineas from any man in the 
room, in the most jovial way possible. 

It is neither Beau's birth, which is doubtful; nor his 
money, which is entirely negative ; nor his honesty, wbidli 
goes along with his monoy-qualiheation ; nor his wit. for he 
can l>are]y spell,— -which recommend him to the fashionable 
world : but a sort of Grand Seigneur splendour and dandified 
jc ne s^ais quoi, which make the man he is of him. The 
way in which his boots and gloves fit him is a wonder which 
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no other man can achieve ; and though he has not an atom 
of principle^ it must be confessed that he invented the 
Taglioni shirt 

When I see these magnificent dandies ya\\7»ing*out of 
“White’s/* or caracoling in the Park on shining chargers, 
1 like to think that Brummel v^^as the greatest of them all, 
and that Bruinmers father was a footman. 

Flynders is licaumoris’s toady : lends him money ; Imys 
horses liirough his recommendation ; drt^sscs after him ; 
clings to him in F’all hlall, and on the steps of the c^ub ; and 
talks about “Bo" in all societies. It is his drag which 
carries down Bo’s friends to the Dcrljy, and his cheques pay 
for dinners to the pink bonnets. I don’t believe the Per- 
kinses know what a rogue it is. but fancy hiijj a decent 
reputable City man. like his father before ^im. 

As for Captain Grig, what is there to tell olK>ut him? He 
performs the duties of his calling with perfect gravity. He 
is faultless on parade; excellent across country; amiable 
when drunk, rather slow nhen sober. He has not two 
ideas, and is a most good-natured, irreproachable, gallant, 
and stupid young officer. 



CAVALIER SEUL, 


This my fi-iond Ftoh Ilely. performing the Cavalier seal 
in a rluadrillo. Remark the good liiimoured pleasure dc^ 
pictcd in his countenance. Mas he any secret grief? Has, 
he a pain anywhere? No, dear Miss Jones, he is dancing 
like a true Ilriton, and with all the charming gaiety and 
abandon of our race. 

When C''.naillard performs that Cavalier scul operation, 
docs A 4 : flinch ? No . he puts on his most vainqueur 
look, ho sticks his thumbs into the armholes of his waist- 
coat, and advances, retreats, pirouettes, and otherwise 
gambadoes, .as though to say, “ Regarde-moi, O inonde ! 
Venoz, 0 femmes, venez voir danser Canaillard ! ’' 

Wlien Dc Bobwitz executes the same measure, he docs 
it with smiling agility, and graceful ease. 

But poor Ilcly, if he were advancing to a dentist, his face 
would not be more cheerful. All the eyes of the room arc 
ui)on him, he tliinks ; and he thinks he looks like a fool. 

Upon my word, if you press die point with me, dear MiSS 
Jones, I think he is not very far from right I think that 
while Frenchmen and Germans may dance, as it is thdr 
nature to do, there is a natural dignity alx^ut us Britons 
w'hich debars us from that enjoyment. I am rather of the 
Turkish opinion, that this should be done for us. I. 
think 

“Good-bye, you envious old fox-and-thc-grapes," says 
Miss Jones, and the next moment I see her , whirling by in a 
polka with Tom Tozer, at a pace which makes me Sl^fink 
back wUi terror into the little boudoir. 




CWAULR SLLl 





AT. CANAILLARD, CHEVALIER OF THE 
LEGION OF HONOUR. 

LIEUTENANT BARON DB BOB WITZ. 

Canaillard. Oh, ces Anglais ! quels hommes, mon Diou I 
Commc n$ sent habilMs, comnie ils danseni ! 

Bolnmtz. Cc sent dc k>fcaux hommes liourtant ; point de 
tenue mUitairc, mais de grands galllards ; si je les avals dans 
ma cottipagnie de La Garde, j'en ferai de hons soldat# 

Canaillard. Est U bSte, cct Allcmand ! • Lcs grands 
hommes ne font pas toujuurs de lx>ns soklats, Monsieur. 
If me seinble quo lcs soldats dc France qui sent de nia taillc, 

Monsieur, valent un peu mieux 

Vous croyoz? 

CmaUlaird Comment ! je le crois, Monsieur? J’en suis 
sftr 1 II me scmble. Monsieur, que nous I'avons prou,v<?. 

Bobtoitz Jc ni’cn vais danser la Bolka. 

Serviteur, Monsieur. 

CanaiJlard, Butorl 

[//If gm and looks at Aimself in the glass, when Ac is 
seised by Mrs Perkins for the Polka. 



THE BOUDOIR. 

MR. SMITH, MR. BROWN, MISS BUSTLETON. 

Mg Br<ywn Ytfu polk, Misi Dusilelon? I'm 
Uji?hted. * 

BiuiUton. {SmtUs and pre^^rti to rist ) 

Mf. Smith l>— puppy. 

{Poor Smith don't polk. 







GRAND POLKA 


ThOVGH a quadrille sroms to me as drearj' as a funeral, yci 
to look at a polka, I o\^ n is pleAanl See 1 Brown ♦xnd 
Knuly Bustlcton are whiilmg round is light as two pigeons 
over a dovecot, To/er, with thit wicked whisking little 
Jones, spins fdong ns merrily ns n Ma) d i) sweep , Miss Joy 
w the paitncr of the' hnppv Fred Sparks , and even Mi^s 
Ranville is pleased, for the faultless C aptnin Gug is toe and 
hoel with her Beaumons, with ralhci ^ nonclUlant air, 
takes a turn with Miss 1 rotter at which la)rd Methuselah s 
wrinkled chops quncr umasil) S<c’ how the Ing Baron 
de Bobw it/ spins lightly and ,,1 i\cl> ind gr icefully lound , 
and lo ’ die ticnchman slxggcring uncli r the weight of Miss 
Bunion, who traipps and kick^ like i young cart horse 
But the most awful sight which met m> \i( w in ibis dance 
was the unfortunate Miss Little, to whom fate bad assigned 
The Mlllician as a partner Like a pavid kwl in the 
talons of an eagle, that young crcatuic trembled in his huge 
Milesian grasp Disdaining the ucogmsed form of the 
dance, the Insh chicftam accommodated the music to the 
dance of his owm green land, and performed a double shufUe 
Jig, carrying Miss Little along with him Miss Ranville and 
her Captain shrank back amazed , Miss Trotter skirned out 
of his way u to the protection of the astonished Loid 
Methuselah , Fred Sparks could haidl> move for laughing , 
while, on the contrary, Miss Joy was quite m pain for poor 
Sppdjiy Little. As Canaillard and the Poetess came up, The 
Mttlljgan, m the height of his enthusiasm, lunged out a kick 
which Miss Bunion bowling , and concluded with a 
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tremendous Hunoo wai try which causijd every Saxoh 
heart to shudder and quail. 

" Oh that the earth would open and kindly take me in I '* 
T exclaimed mentally , and slunk off into the lower regions, 
where \>> this time half the company were at supper. 





GEUK<JL CKUNDSELL. 


THE SUPPER, 


Tilfc supper is going on bchinrl the screen. There is no need 
to draw the supper. Wc all know th.it sort of transaction , 
the squabbling, .ind gobbling, and popping of champagni^ , 
the smtll of musk and lobster sal.id , the dowragera chump 
mg away at plates of laiscfi pie . the >oung lassies htbblmg 
at little titbits, M hich the dexterous young gt ntlomen procure 
Three large men like doctois of disinilv wail behind the 
table, and furnish everything that apptute can ask for. I 
never, for my part, can eat any supjxr for wondenng at 
those men, I believe if you wore to .I'^k l^im for masbi*d 
turnips, or a slice of tiocodih, thoKC astonishing peopli 
would ser\e >ou, hat i contempt they must have for the 
guttling crowd lo whom they minister those solemn pastry 
cooks men’ How ibo must h'ite jdhes, and g.tine-pjc'* 
and champagne ift their hearts * I low they must scorn nn 
poor friend CjrundscU behind the screen, who is sucking '• 
a liottlc f 


asoaas eaunnssi^Zi., 

GREENGROCER AND SALESMAN, 

9 la 1 ILK POCKIINGION BU11.D1NC.S, 
lATF CONUDFls riAL SKR^A^^ IS THl PAMIIY OP 

THE LORD MAYOR OV LONDON, 

tS* C irpeti belt Knives and Boots cle med per contract. j 
Lrrands faithful)) perfoni)e<l —I r t. AittaiK Hall iixl Dinner 
paruss, And from ht» knirah dije of th~ uvest dKtin^uislied 
{•.unilles In 1 ondon, confidently rccnmineiKn tus servk.es to 
the dis'uiguuhcd rieijgfhbourhood of PocClmf'ton Square 
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'fhjs dtsgiused greengrcKer is a very wdl-known character 
in the neighbourhood of f^khngtoii Square. He at 
the parties of the gentry m the neighbourhood, and though^ 
of course, despised m families where a footman is kept, is a 
person of niUch importance in femalt establishments. 

Miss Jonas always employs him at her parties, and says 
to her page, " Vincent, send tlu butler, or send Dcsborough 
to me , ’ bj which name she chooses to designate G G, 
When the Miss I'rumps have jiost horses to then cairiage» 
,md pay visits, Grunds* 11 i>s behind Those ladies 
have the gieatesl confidence in him h ive been godmothers 
to fourlt.cn of bis chiUlrcn and kjivt thtir house in lus 
charge when they go to Ikignor for the summer He 
attended those ladies when th<y vv^^re presented at the last 
drawing room of Her Majtsty Queen Charlotte 

Mr Orundsdl s stab costume is a blue coat and copper 
buttons, a white waistcoat, and an immense frill and shirt- 
collar He was for many years a piivate watchman, and 
once canvasstcl foi the office of pansh clcik of St Peter Si 
Pocklmgton He cm be entrusttd with untold spoons 
With anything, in fact, but liquor, and it was he who 
brought lound the cards for Mrs PcRkiNS s Balx. 





AFTER SUPPER. 


I DO not intend to say any more about it. Mer the 
people had supped, they went back and danced. Some 
supped again. I gave Miss liunion, with my own hands, 
four bumjHirs of oh.impagnc * and such a quantity of goosc- 
hver and truffles, that 1 don't wonder she tfx>k a glass of 
cherry-brandy aftenA'ards. The grey morning was in Pock- 
lington Sfjunre as she drove aw.ny in her fly. ^ did the 
other people go away. How green and '^llow some of the 
^irls looked, and how awfully clear Mrs <*olonel Hludyer’s 
rouge was! I-adyJ*inc Ranville’s great coach had roared 
away down the streets long Ix-fore. Fred Mmchin pattered 
off in his clogs ; it was I who covert^d up Miss Meggot, Jtnd 
conducted her, with her two old sistcis, to the carriage. 
Good old .souU ! "Diey have shown their gratitude by asking 
me to tea next Tuesday. Methuselah is gone to finish the 
night at the club. “ Mind to morrow,’ Miss Trotter says^ 
kissing her hand out of the carnage. (Janafllard departs, 
asking the way tu Lesterre .Sejuar.’' They all go away— life 
goes away. 

Look at Miss Martin and young Ward ’ how tenderly the 
rogue is wrapping her up! how kindly she looks at him! 
The old folks arc whispering Ijehind as they wait for their 
carriage. What is their talk, think you? and when shall 
that pair make a match? When you see those pretty liulv; 
oreatures with their smiles and their blushes, and their pretty 
ways, would you like to be the Grand Bashaw? 

Mind and send jne a large piece of cake,” I go up and 
archly to old Mr. Ward : and we look on rather 
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sentimentally at the cotiple, almost the last in the rooms 
(there, 1 declare, go the musicians, and the clock is at five)— 
when Grundsell, with an air ffar/, rushes up to nie and 
says, " For c'v’n sake, sir, go into the supper^room : there's 
that f I Irish gent a-pitchm* into Mr. P." 





Till- MLLLIOVN AND MK l>tRKIN*» 


THE MULLIGAN AND MR. PERKINS. 


It wail too true. I Viad lakon bim away after supper (he 
ran after Miss Little’s carriAge, who wab dying in love with 
him as he fancied), but the brute had come back again. 
The doctors of diviniiy were putting up their condiments . 
over)’lx)dy was gone , but the abominable Mulligan sat 
swinging his legs at the lonely supjjt-r iable J t 

Perkins was opposite, gasping at him. ^ 

The Muiligm. I tell ye. ye arc the butler, ye big fat man. 
Go get me some mon* chanifktgne : it's good at this house. 

' Afr. Perhifu (mUh dipti/}'). It is good at this bouse* ; 
but 

The Mulligan. But hwhat, ye goggling lK)w-windowed 
jackass ? Go get the wine, and we’ll dthnnk it together, my 
old buck. 

Mr. Perkins. My name, sir, is Pekmns. 

The Mulligan. Well, that rhymes with jerkkis, my man 
of hrkins ; so don't let us have any more shirkings and lurk- 
ings, Mr, Perkins. 

Mr, Perkins (with apoplectic energy) .Sir, I am the master 
of this house; and I order you to quit it. I'll not be in- 
sulted, sir. I’ll send for a ptiliceman, sir. What do you 
mean, Mn Titmarsb, sir, by bringing this -'this Ixrast into 
my house, sir? 

At this, with a scream like that of a Hyrcanian tiger, 
MttHtgan of the hundred battles sprang forward at bis 
|irey; but we were beforehand with him. Mr. Grigory, 
Mr. Qnmdsell, Sir Giles Bacon’s large man, the young 
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gentlemen, and my&elf, rushed simuluneously upon the 
tipsy chieftain, and confined him. The doctors of divinity 
looked on with perfect indifTercnce. That Mr. Perkins did 
not oflF in a fit is a wonder. He was led away heaving 
and snorting frightfully. 

Somebody smashed Mulligan's hat over his eyes* and I 
led him forth into the silent morning. The chirrup of the 
birds, the freshness of the rosy air, and a penn'orth of coffee 
that 1 got for him at a stall in the Regent Clircus, revived 
him somewhat. When 1 quitted him, he was not angry 
but siid. He \v.as desirous, it i?i true, of avenging the wrongs 
of Erin in battle line ; he wished also to share the grave 
of Sarsfield and Hugh O’Neill ; but he was sure tliat Miss 
Perkins, as well as Miss Little, was desperately in love with 
him ; arid I lef^.him on a doorstep in tears, 

“Is it l>est to be laughing-mad, or crying-mad, in the 
world ? " .says I moodily, coming into roy street, Betsy the 
maid was already up and at work, on her knees, .scouring 
the steps, and cheerfully beginning her honest daily labour. 


THE END OF "MRS. PERKINS’S BALL, 
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fomis pan/ is a sdn of impostor, and has no business to be 
called Gardens at all. Mr. Gibbs, Sir Thomas’s agent and 
nephew, is furious at our daring to take the title which 
Ijelongs^ to our betters. The very next door (No. 461 the 
Honourable Mrs. Mountnoddy) is a house of live storeys. 
<iliooting up proudly into the air, thirty feel above' our 
high-Toofed low-rooinrtl old tenement. Our house belongs 
to Captain Bragg, not only the landlord but the son-in^ 
law of Mrs. Canunysole, who lives a couple of hundred 
yards down the .street, at " The Bungalow.” He was the 
commander of the “Ram Chundcr” hkist Indiaman, and 
ha.s f|iuirrelled with the I'ocklmgtons ever since he bought 
houses in the parish. 

He it is who will not sell tir alter his houses to suit the 
.spirit of tile limes. He it is who. though he made the 
widow C'ammysolo change the name of her street, will not 
pull down the house next door, nor the l>aker*s next, nor 
ilio iron-bedstead and feather warehouse ensuing, nor the 
, little barlier’.s with the jiole, nor, I am ashamed to say, the 
iripe-shop still standing. The barber powders the heads 
of the great fcHitmen from Pocklmgion Gardens ; they are so 
big that they can scarcely sit in his little i>remises. And the 
old tavern, the “ Kast Indiarnan,” is kept by Bragg’s ship- 
steward, and protests against the '* Pocklington Arms.” 

I>own the road is Pocklington Chapel, Rev. Oldham 
Slocum — in brick, with arched windows and a wooden 
Ixilfry : soljer, dingy, and hideous. In the centre of Pock- 
linglon Gardens rises St. WaUheofs, the Rev. Cyril Thutyfer 
and assistants — a splendid AngUvNorman edifice, vast, rifeh, 
elaborate, bran new, and intensely old. Down Avekxiary 
lainc you may hear the clink of the little Romish ebapd 
IjcII. And hard by is a large broad-shouldered Ebeneser 
(Rev. Jonas Gronow), out of the w'indows of which the 
hymns come booming all Sunday long. 

Going westward alo.ng the line, we come presently to 
^?omandinc House (on a part of the gardens of which 



Comandine Cardens is about to be erected by bis Lord- 
farther on» **The Pineries/' Mr. and Lady Mary 
Mango * and so we get into the countr}\ and out of Our 
Street oltogelhcrr as 1 may say. But in the half-mile, over 
which it may be said to extend, we find all soits and condi- 
tions of people — from the Right Honourable Lord Coman- 
dine down to the present topographer, ^ho, being of no 
rank as it were, h,is the fortune to be treated on almost 
friendly footing by all. from his lordship down to the 
tradesman. 



OUR HOUSE IS OUR STREET. 

Wr must iK’gm our little descriptions whore they say chanty 
should begin -at homo Mrs. ( my landlady, 

will 1)0 rather surpiistvl when she reads this, and finds that 
i\ good naiured tenant, who has never compUmod of her 
imposiiion.s for hftftn >cars imdirstands cvcr>" one of her 
tneks and it< als them, not with ang<‘r, but with i.corn — with 
silent sj^irn. 

On the i8th •f Dc-cemljcr, 1837. for instance, coming genriy 
downstairs, and befote rny usud wont. I saw >ou Sf'atcd in 
mv arm-chair, j^nping into a lettci thiit came from my aunt 
in the country, just as if it had lieen addr(*ssed to j'ou, and 
not io"M A lumarMi, Ksq/’ Did I make any disturb- 
ance? Fir from A 1 slunk back to my bed room {being 
enabled to walk sih nilv in th< lieauliful pair of w'Drsted 

slippers Mixs PuntlotH J s worked for me they arc worn 

out now, dear Pemlop' f ) and then, latthng open the door 
with a great noi>t», ticsrcndrtl the stair singing ’‘Son virgin 
” at the top of my ^ oicc You were not in my sitting- 
room, Mrs Camm>sole, when 1 entered that apartment. 

You havt' licen reading all my k iters, papers, manuscripts. ' 
homlloni of wrses inchoate articles for the Momtug /W 
and Morning Chronn /e, invitations to dinner and tea^^ttll 
my family letters, all fd ica TownH's letters, fioiti the first, 
in which she declared that to lx* the bride of her beloved 
Michel agno’o was the fondest wish of h«ir maiden heart, to 
the last, m which she announced that her Thomas was the 
best of husbands, and sign^ herbclf "ElttA Slogger,,k** all 
Mary Farmer’s letters, all Emily Detamem’s ,* aH that poor 
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foolish old Miss MacWbirter's, whom I would as soon marry 
AS — : in a word, I know that you, you hawk-beaked, 
keetheyed, sleepless, indefatigable old Mrs. Cammysole, 
have read all my papers for these fifteen years. , 

I know that you cast your curious old eyes over all the 
manuscripts which you find in my coat -pockets and those of 
my pantaloons, as they hang in a drnixirj^ over the door- 
handle of my bedroom. 

I know that you count the money in my green and gold 
purse, which IJicy Nettcrville g:\v<i me, and speculate on 
the manner in which I have laid out the difference between 
to-day and yesterday. 

I know* that you have an understanding with the laundress 
(to whom you say that you are all-powerful w iili me), thrwiteu- 
ing to take away my practice from her, unless sh#gcts up 
gratis some of your fine linen. 

I know that we lx>ih have a p^mny worth of cream for 
breakfast, which is brought in m the sjinu* httle can ; and I 
know who has llic most for her share. 

I know how' many lumps of sugar you take from each 
pound as it arrives. I have counu d the lumps, you old 
thief, and for years have never said a word, except to Miss 
Clapperclaw, the first-floor Iwlger. Once T pul a bottle of 
pale brandy into that cuplK)ard, of which you and I only 
have keys, and the liquor wasted and wasted away until it 
•was all gone. You drank the whole of it, you wicked old 
Wtunan. You a lady, indectl ! 

I know your rage when they di<i me the honour to elect 
me a member of the Poluphloistyoiothalasscs CMub,” and I 
ceased consequently to dine at home. "When I dine at 
home,-* on a beefsteak let us say, — I should like to know 
what you had for supper. You fiirst amputated portions of 
$he meat when raw ; you abstracted more when cooked. 
Do you think / was taken, in by your flimsy pretences ? I 
womkiif how you could dare to do such things before 
maids (you a clergyman’s daughter and widow, 
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indeed I ), whom you yourself were always bbarigfifig 

roioMsry* 

Vcs, the insolence of (he old woman is unbearable, and I 
must break oot at last If she goes off tn a fit at reading 
this, I am sure I shan't mind She has two unhappy 
wenches, against whom her old tongue is clacking trom 
morning till night , she pounces on them at all hours. It 
was but this morning at eight, when poor Molly was broom- 
ing the steps, and the baker paying her by no means 
unmerited compliments, that my landlady came whirling out 
of the ground-floor front, and sent iht poor girl whimpering 
into the kilt hen 

Werf It but foi her conduct to her maids I was dctertnuiod 
publicly to <h noumv h<*r Tin sc poot wretches she causes 
to leadf-hc lives of demons , and not content wuh bullying 
them all da), she sleeps at night in the same room with 
them, so that she may h4uc them up before daybreak, aud 
scold them whik ihi v arc dressing 

C crtain it i> thu b<‘tween her and Miss Oapperclaw, on 
the first floor the poor wenches lead a dismal life. My 
dear Miss ( bppoicl iw, I hope you will excuse me for having 
placed jou in the title page of my Utile b<u)k, looking out 
of your accustomed window, and having >our otvglosscs 
ready to spy the whole street, whicli )au know better thoa 
any mliabitant of it. 

It IS to you thu I owe most of my knowledge of OUT 
neighbour? fiorn )ou it is that most of the facts and obser- 
vations contMiud in these brief piages are taken. Many a 
night, over our tea have we talked amiably alx>ut our nc^gh- 
Ixiurs and their little fadings , and as I know that you speak 
of mme prettv frttlv, wh>, let me say, my dear Bessy, that 
if we have not built up Our Mrect betw^cen i», at least we 
have pulled It to pieces 




A STREET COLKTSim*. 

th«ns curl-papm do Itecome jou, Mjk>s MoUy I 
Mk* *long now, l^er, do 







TBE BUNGALOW. 

CAPTAIN AND MRS. BRAGG. 

LoKC long ago, when Our Street was the country— a stage^ 
coach between us and London passing four times a day— I 
do not cate to own that it was a sight of Flora Cammysole’s 
face, under the card of her mamma's " l^gings to Let/‘ 
which first caused me to become a tenant of Our Street. A 
fine good'humoured bss she was then , and I gave her 
lessons (part out of the rent) m 1 rench andidowei painting 
She has made a fine nch marriage since although her eyes 
have often seemed to me to saj, "Ah Mr T , why didn’t 
you, when ^there was >ct time and wc both of us were free, 
propose— you know what ? * " Psha ! Where w as the money, 
my dear madam ? ' 

Captain Bragg, then occupied m building ’Bungalow 
Lodge— Bragg, I say, li\mg on the first floor and cntert«un- 
Jng sea-captains, merchants, and P ast Indian friends with 
hts grand ships pUte, being disappointed in a project of 
marrying a Director’s daughter, who was also a second 
Cottsiin once Tcmoved of a peer,— sent in a fury for Mrs 
Cammysole, his landlady, and proposed to marry Flora off 
hand, and settle four hundred a yeir upon her Flora was 
ordered from the back parlour (the ground floor (xrcupics 
the second-floor bed room), and was on the spot made 
aequainted with the splendid ofkr which the first-floor had 
Ihade her She has been Mrs Captain Bragg these twelve 
years, 

Vou see her portrait, and that of the brute her husband, 
on the opposite side of the page 

VOL. t V 2 
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Bragg to this day wears ancbor<buttons« and has a dress* 
coat with a gold strap for epaulets, in case he should have a . 
fancy to sport them. I lis bouse is covered with portraits, 
busts, and miniatures ofc himself. His wife is made to wear 
one of the hitter. On his sideboard are ]»eces of plate, 
presented by the pas.sengers of the " Kam Chunder" to 
Captain Bragg: “The ‘ Kam Chunder* East Indiamai), in 
a gale, off Tabic Bay ; ” “ Tlie OutvvardTx>und Fleet, under 
convoy of Her Majesty’s frigate ‘ Ix^blollyboy,' Captain 
Gutch, beating off the T rench squadr<')n, under Commodore 
Leloup {the ' Ram Chumlcr,' S.K. by R., is rcpresenlcil en- 
gaged with the ' Mirhton ‘ corvette) “ The ‘ Ram Chunder^ 
standing into the IIo<jghly, with (hiptain Bmgg, his tclo- 
$copt? and si3<*aking iruni{xil, on the pf>op ; Captain Bragg 
presenting the Officers of the ' Ram Chunder ’ to General 
Bonaparte at f?t. Helena — Titmarsh" (this fine piece was 
painted by me when t was in favour with Bragg) ; in awordr 
Bragg and the “ Ram Chunder” arc all over the house. 

Although I have oaten scores of dinners at Captain Bragg’s 
charge, yet his hospitality is so inso}e.nt, that none of ua who 
frequent his mahogan) fed any obligation to our braggart 
entertainer. 

After he has given one of his great heavy dinners he always 
takes an opportnnitY to tell you. in the most public wny, 
how many bottles of wine were drunk. His pleasure is to 
moke his guests tipsy, and to tell everybody how and when 
the period of inebriation arose. And Miss Qapperclaw tell$ 
me that he often conies over laughing and giggling to her,, 
and pretending that be has brought me into this condition-— a 
'•alumny which I fling contemptuously in hi.s face. 

He scarcely gives any !mt men’s parties, and invite.s the 
,w’hole club home to dinner. What is the compliment of 
being asked, when the w hole club is asked too, I should Vlk& 
to know ? Men’s parties are only good for boys. I hate a 
dinner where there are no women. Bragg sits ot the hood 
of his tabic, and bullies the sohtaiy Mrs. Bragg* 
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He enterttuA*^ u$ with stories of stomns whicli he, 
encountered-^of dinners which he, Bragg, has recrived from 
the Governor-General of India — of jokes which he, Bragg, 
has heard ; and however stale and odious they may be, poor 
Mrs. B. is always expected to laugh. 

Woe be to her if she doesn't, oi if she laughs at anybody 
else’s jokes. I have seen Bragg gfo up to her and squeeze 
her arm with a savage grind of his teeth, and say, with an 
oath, "'Hang it, madam, how dare )oii laugh when any 
man but your husband speaks to vou? 1 forbid you to grm 
m that way. 1 forbid )Ou to lo<jk sulk\. 1 forbid you to 
look happy, or to look up, oi to keep \our eyes down to the 
ground. T desire you will not be trapesing thiough the 
rooms. I order you not to sit as still as a stone. ‘ He 
curses her if the wine us corked, or »1 the dinnei is tpoiled, 
or if she comes a minute too soon to the cftib for him, or 
amvie.s a minute too Inte. IJe forlwds her to walk, c\(x*pt 
upon his arm. And the ci)nst*(|uence of his ill treatmtnu is. 
that Mrs. CammysoU* \nd Mrs Biagg n‘sp<‘ct him lieyond 
measure, and think !iim the first ot human iK'ings. 

I never knew a woman who was lonsiantly bullied by 
her husband w'ho did not like him the Untc'i tor ii,’* Miss j 
Oapperclaw’ says. And though this sjxh*c1) has some of 
Clapp’s usual sardonic humour in it, J can’t but think there 
is some truth m the remark. 



LEVANT HOUSE CHAMBERS. 

MR. RUMBOLD, A.R.A., AND MISS RUMSOLD. 

When Lord Tx^vant quitted the country and this neighbour- 
hood, in M'hich the tradesmen still deplore him, No. ^6, 
known as l.evantme House, was let to the *' Pococurante 
Club,” which was speedily bankrupt (for we are too far trom 
the centre of town to support a club of our own) ; it was 
subsoffdcntly hired by the West Diddlescx Railroad ; and is 
now divided into sols of chambers, superintended by ao 
acrimonioas housekeeper, and by a porter in a sham livery : 
whom, if you don’t find him at the door, you may as well 
seek at the " Graphs" public-house, in the little lane roitiid 
the corner. ‘ He varnishes the japon-txiots of the dandy 
lodgers ; reads Mr. Pinkney’s Morfiing Pt^st before h6 lots 
him have it ; and neglects the letters of the inmates of the 
'chambers generally. 

The groat rooms, which were occupied as the salons Of 
the noble Levant, the coffee-rooms of the ” Pococurante ^ 
la club where the play furious, as 1 am told), and the 
lioarcl-room .and manager’s-rodm of the West Diddlesex, ace 
tenanted now by a couple of artists : young Pinkney tihe 
miniaturist, and George Rumbold the historical painter^ 
Miss Rurnhold, his sister, lives with him, by the way; but 
with that young lady of course we have nothing to do'. 

I knew' both these gentlemen at Rome, where George 
wore a velvet doublet and a beard down to his chest, and 
used to talk about high art at the CaUfc Greco.’* How it 
smelled of smoke, that velveteen doublet of his, with which 
his string)^ red beard w'as iike%vise ncrhicned ! It was fn hSs 



A SILDIO IN OtR STRLLI 



OUR stIelt. 6i 

studio that 1 had the honour to be introduced to his sister, 
the fair Miss Clara: she had a large casque with a red 
hor$e-hair plume (I thought it had been a wbp of her 
brother's beard at first), and held a tm-hcaded spear in her 
hand, representing a Roman warrior in the great picture of 
“ Caractacub " George was painting —a piece sixty -four feet 
by eighteen. The Roman warrior blushed to be discovered in 
Uiat attitude : the tin-headed sp«‘ar trembled in the whitest 
arm in the world. So she put it down, and taking off the 
helmet also, went and 'sat in a far Lorner of the studio, 
mending George's stockings, whilst vve smoked a couple 
of pipes, and talked abovft Raphael lx:mg a good deal 
overrated. 

1 think be is ; and have ncvei disguised my opinion alxait 
the " Tran •jfignraiion." And all the imio^wc tal3**d. there 
were Clara's eyes looking lu< i*ily out from the dark cornet 
m W’h'ch she was sitting, woikmg .iway ,ii the stockings. 
IT^c lucky fcHow' I They w«Tf m a dieadful state of bad 
repair when she ntme out to mm at Rome, after the death 
of their father, the Reverend Miles Ruinlxild. 

George, while at Rome, pninted " ( aiMtlacns; ” a picture 
of " Non Angh sod Angeh ” of couisi* * a picture of " Alfred 
in the Neatherd’s Cottage," se\ent>-t\vo fi*et by forty-eight — 
(an idea of the gigantic sire and MKhaf‘l-Angelesque pro- 
jwrtionsof this jncture ma> l>e foimed, when 1 state that the 
m*‘re mufiin, of which die outiast Kmg is sfxiiLng die 
baking, is two feet thrc'c m diametc-r) , ami the deaths of 
Socrates, of kemus, and of the Christians under Nero 
rcsjxiclivcly, I shall never forget how lovely Clara looked 
m white mtislin, with boi liair down, in this latter picture, 
giving hersdf ap to a ferocious C anufeK (for which 
Gaunter the architect and refusing to listen to the mild 
suggestions of an insmuiting Hainen , which character was 
a gross caricature of myself. 

None of George's pictures sold. He has enough to 
tapestry Trafalgar Square. He has i^ainicd, since he caiue^ 
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back to England, “ The Flaying of Marsyas,” ''The Smother- 
ing of the Little Boys in the Tower," *‘A Plague Scene 
during the Great Pestilence/* “ Ugolinooiitbe Seventh l)tLy 
after he was deprived of Victuals/' &c. For although these 
pictures have great merit, and the \Mnthings of Marsyas, the 
convulsions of the little Princes, the look of agony of St* 
I^awrence on tlio gridiron, &c., are ciuite true to nature, yet 
the subjects somehow are not agreeable ; and if he hadn't 
a small patrimony, my fncnd George would starve. 

Fondness for art loads me a great deal to his studio. 
George is a gentleman, and has very good friends, and good 
pluck too. When wc wore at Rhine, there was a great row 
Ixjtwccn him and >oung Heoltap, Lord lioxmoor's son, who 
w.^ uncivil to Miss Ruinbold , (the young scoundrel — had 1 
Ix'cn a fig'.iting man, 1 should like to have shot him myself I). 
Lady Hetty Hulbul is very fond of Clara ; and Tom Bulbul, 
who took George's message to Heeltap, is always hanging 
about the studio. At least I know that I find the young 
jackanapes there almost evciy day, bringing a new novel, or 
some fjoisonous French poetiy, or a basket of dowers, or 
grapes, with L*idy Betty's lo\e to her dear Clara — a young 
rascal with w hite kids, and his haii curled every rooming. 
"NATiat business has At' to be dangling about George Rum- 
bold's premises, and sticking up his ugly pug-face as a model 
for all George’s pictures ? 

Miss Clapperclaw says Bulbul is evidently sroittm, and 
Clara too. Wliai ! would she put up with such a little 
fnbble as that, when there is a man of intellect and taste 
who— but I won't believe it. It is all the jealousy of women. 





SOME OF THE SERVANTS IN OUR 
STREET. 

These gentlemen ha\c two dubs in our quarter— foi the 
butlers at the " Indjaman/’ and foi the gents in livery at 
the ''Poddington Arms,’ —of either of which sock ties I 
should like to be a meml>ei I am sure tbe> could not be so 
dull os our dub at the ‘ Poluphloislx^io where one meets 
the same neat, clean, re^^pt'ctable old fogies every^a) 

But With the lK»st wishes, it is unpossibU for the preiscmf* 
writer to join cither the '"Plate Club or the "Uniform 
Club” (as these f turnon \ aie design lUd) , for one could not 
shake liands with i frund v\no wa^ standing lichind your 
chair, or nod a How d je do’ to the bi\U( i who was ptmung 
you out a glass of wine , so that what 1 know alx>ut the 
gents m our neigblwurhuixl is from men t visual obsersalion. 
For instance, 1 have a slight acquaintance with (x) Thomas 
SpiLvin, who conimonlv wears the alxive air of injured 
innocence, and is groom to Mr Joseph Orctm of Our Street. 
"7 tell why the brougham ’oss is out of condition, and whv 
Desperation broke out all in a lather ’ 'Osses will, thus ’cav) 
weather; and Desperation was alwajs tlu most mystest boss 
I ever sec.— /Uke him out wiUx Mr Anderson s 'ounds- 
Tin above it 1 alhs was too timid to nde to ounds by 
imtur , and Colonel Spngs’s groom as says he saw me, is a 
liar,” &c. 

Such IS the tenor of Mr .Spavin’s remarks to his master. 
Whereas all the world in Our Street knows that Mr. Spavin 
spends at least a hundred a year m beer , that he keeps a 
betting^book ; that be has lent Mr. Green's black brougham 
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horse to the omnibus driver; and at a time^vhen Mr* 
supposed him at the veterinary surgeon's, has lent him to a 
livery stable, which has let him out to that gentlemdn blm^ 
self, and actually driven him to dinner behind his own home. 

This conduct I can understand, but I cannot excuse^^Mr. 
Spavin may ; and I leave the matter to be settled betwixt 
himself and Mr, Green. 

The second is Monsieur SinUid, Mr, Clarence Bulburs 
man, whom wc all hate Clarence for kei-*ping. 

Mr, Sinbad is a foreigner, speaking no known languagfe. 
but a mixture of every KuroiJean dialect — so that he may be 
an Italian brigand, or a Tyrolese minstrel, or a Spanish 
smuggler, for what we know. I have heard say that he is 
neither of these, but an Irish Jew. 

He wea A’ studs,, hair oil, jewellery, and linen shirt-fronts, 
very finely embroidered, but not particular for whiteness. 
He generally apfxjars in foded velvet waistcoats of a 
morning, and is always perfumed with stale tobacco. He 
wears large rings on liis hands, which look as if he kept 
them up the chimney. 

He docs not appear to do anything earthly for Clarence 
Hulbul, except to smoke his cigars, and to practise on his 
guitar. He will not answer a bell, nor fetch a glass of 
water, nor go of an errand ; on which, au res(e, Clarence 
dares not send him, Ix^ing entirely afraid of his servUnt, and 
not daring to use him, or to abuse him, or to send him away. 

3 * Adams — Mr, Champignon's man — good old man in 
an old livery coat with old worsted lace— so very old, deaf, 
surly, and faithful, that you wonder how he should have got 
into the family at all : who never kept a footmazi till last 
year, when they came into the street 

Miss Clapperclaw says she believes Adams to be Mrs, 
Champignon's father, and he certainly has a look of that 
lady ; as Miss C. pointed out to rae at dinner one night, 
whilst old Adams was blundering about amongst the hired 
f^^en from Gunteris, and falling over the silver dishes. 
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4. Fipps, the buttoniest page in all the street: walks 
behind Mrs. Grimsby with her prayer-book^ and protects 
her. 

** If that woman wants a protector (a female acquaintance 
remarks)* *' Heaven be good to us ! She is as big as an 
ogress* and has an upper hp which many a comet of the 
l^hegnards might envy. Her poor dear husband was a big 
man, and she could beat him easily ; and did too. Mrs. 
Grimsby indeed ! Why, my dear Mr. Titniarsh, it is Glum- 
dalca walking with Tom Thumb.” 

This observation of Miss C.'s is very true, and Mrs. 
Grimsliy might carry her prayer-book to church hersejf. 
But Miss Clapperclaw, who is pretty well able to take care 
of herself too, was glad enough to have the protection of 
the page when she went out in the fly to paywvisits, and 
before Mrs. Grimsby and she quarrellecf at whist at t-ady 
Focldington's. 

After this merely parenthetic observation, we come to 5, 
oi^e of her ladyship's large men. Mr. jeames— a gentleman 
of vast stature and proportions, who is almost nose to nose 
with us as we pass her ladyship’s door on the outside of the 
omnibus. I think Jeames has a contempt for a man whom 
he witnesses in that position. 1 have fancied something like 
that feeling showed itself (as far as it may in a well-bred 
gentleman accustomed to society) in his liehaviour, while 
waiting behind my chair at dinner. ^ 

But 1 take Jeames to be, like most giants, good*naturcd, 
laity, stupid, soft-hearted, and extremely fond of drink. One 
night, bis lady being engaged to dinner at Nightingale 
House, I saw Mr. Jeames resting him.self on a bench at the 
**PockIington Arms: "where, as he had no liquor before 
he had probably exhausted his credit. 

little Spitfire, Mr. Clarence Bulbul's boy, the wickedest 
little varlel that ever hung on to a cab, was '^chaffing” 
Mr. Jeames, holding up to his face a pot of porter almost 
|bi| big as the young potifer himself. 
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" Vill you now, Big'un, or von*t you?’' Spitfire said, '' If 
you’re thirsty, vy don’t you say so and squenoh it, old boy ?” 

Don’t ago on making fun of me--*! can’t a-lxsar chaffin', '* 
was the reply of Mr. Jeames, and tears actually stood in his 
fine eyes as he looked at the porter and the screeching little 
imp before him. 

Spitfire (real name unknown) gave him some of the drink ; 
I am happy to say jeames’s face wore quite a different look 
when it rose gasping out of the porter ; and I judge of his 
disjx)sitions from the al»ovc trivial incidrnt 

'riiolast l>oy in the sketch, 6, nml scarcely be partlculariscrk 
Doclur's boy ; was a charity-hoy ; strqxis evidently added on 
to a pair of the t)^>ctor‘.s clothes of last year— Miss Clapper- 
claw jwinted this out to me with a giggle. Nothing escapes 
that old Wbman. 

As we were w*rl?cing in Kensington Gardens, she pointed 
me out Mrs. Bragg’s nursery-inaid, who sings so loud at 
church, cngagerl with a 1 .ifeguardsman, whom she was 
trying to convert probably. My virtuous friend rose indig* 
nant at the sight. 

That’s why these minxes like Kensington Gardens/’ she 
cried. “Look at the woman : .she leaves the baby on the 
grass, for the giant to ti ample upon ; and that little wretch 
of a Hastings Bnigg is ndmg on the monster’s cane.” 

Miss C*. flew’ iij) and seized the infant, waking it out of its 
sleep, and causing all the Gardens to echo with its stjualling. 
“ ril teach you to tie impudent to me," she said to the 
nursery-maid, with whom my vivacious old friend, I suppose, 
lia.s had a difference ; and she would not release Uie infant 
until she had rung the tx?Il of Bungalow Lodge, where she 
gave it up to the footman. 

The giant in scarlet had slunk down towards Knights* 
bridge meanwhile. The big rogues arc always crossing the 
Park and the Gardens, and hankering alxjut Our Street 
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« n LL I C1-K.1-AION V. 


WHAT SOMETIMES HAPPENS IN 
OUR STREET 


It was before old Hunkington's house that tlie mutes were 
standing, as 1 passed and saw this gioup at tlie door. The 
clmrity-boy with the hoop is the son of the joDy-looking 
mute ; he admires his father, who admires himself too, in 
those bran-new sables, The otlier infants arc tlic spawn 
of the aileys alxjut Our Street. Only the parso#and tht; 
typhus fever visit those niysterious haunts, which lie crouche#' 
afjout our splendid houses like Lazarus at the threshold of 
Dives. 

Those little ones came crawling abroad in the sunshine, to 
the annoyonce of the iSeadles, and the horror of a number 
of gocxl jX'Ople in the street. They will bring up the rear of 
the procession anon, when the grand omnibus with the 
feathers, and the fine coaches with the long-tailed black 
horses, and the gentlemen’s private carriages with the 
shutters up, pass along to Saint Walthcofs. 

You can hear the slow bell tolling dear in the sunshine 
already, mingling with the crowing of “ Punch," who is 
passing down the street with his show ; and the two musics 
make a queer medley. 

Not near so many people, I remark, engage “Punch" 
now as in the good old times. 1 suppose our quarter is 
growing too genteel for him. 

Miss Bridget Jones, a poor curatc'.s daughter in Wales, 
comes into all Hunkingion’s property, and will take his 
imme, as I am told. Nobody ever heard of her before. I 
am sore Captain Hunkingion, and his brother liamwer^ 
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llunkington. must wish that the lucky young lady had never 
been heard of to the present day. 

But they will have the consolation of thinking that they 
did their duty by their uncle, and consoled bis dedining 
years. It was but last month that Millwood Hunkington 
(the Captain) sent the old gentleman a service of plate ; and 
Mrs Barnwell got a reclining carriage at a great eirpensc 
from Hobbs and Dobbs s. in which the old gentleman went 
out only once 

"It IS a punishment on those Hunkingtons**' Miss Clap- 
perclaw reniai Ks “ upon those people who have been always 
living beyond tbcir little incomes, and always speculating 
upon what the old man would le.ivc them, and always 
coaxing him with presents which they could not aiford, and 
he did ncJbwant ..It is a punishment upon those Hunking- 
ions to be so disappointed " 

" Think of giving him plate." Miss C justly says, "who 
had chestsfull ; and sending him a carriage, who could 
afford to buy all Long Acre And everything goes to Miss 
Jones Hunkington I wonder will she give the things 
back?" Miss C lapperclaw asks " 1 wouldn’t." 

And indeed 1 don’t think Miss C lapperclaw would. 


I 



SOMEBODY WHOM NOBODY KNOWS. 

That pretty little house, the last in Pocklington Square, 
was lately occupie<l by a young widow lady who wore a pink 
bonnet, a short silk dress, sustained by a crinoline, and a 
light blue mantle, or over-jacket (Miss C.^is not here to tell 
mo the name of the garment) ; or else a black velvet pelisse, 
a yellow shawl, and a white bonnet; or else— jRit never 
mind the dress, which seemed to be of the handsomest so^♦^ 
money could buy— and who had very long glossy black 
ringlets, and a peculiarly brilliant complexion,— No. 96 
Pocklington Square, I say, was lately ocaipicd by a w’idow 
lady named Mrs. Stafford Mulyneux, ^ 

The very first day on which an intimate and valued female 
friend of mine saw Mrs. Stafford Molyneux stepping into a 
brougham, wnth a splendid bay horse, and without a footman 
(mark, if you please, that delicate sign of respectability), 
and after a moment's examination of Mrs. S. M.’s toilette, 
her manners, little dog, carnation-coloured parasol, &c., 
Miss Elizabeth Clapperclaw clapped to the opera-glass with 
which she had been regarding the new inhabitant of Our 
Street, came away from the window in a great flurry, and 
l^an poking her fire in a fit of virtuous indignation- 
“She’s very ijretty," said I, who had been looking over 
Miss C.'s shoulder at the widow with the flashing eyes and 
drooping ringlets. \ 

“ Hold your tongue, sir," said Miss Clapperclaw, tossing 
Up her virgin head with an indignant blush on her nose. 
“ h *9 a sin and a shame that such a creature should be riding 



70 OUR Street. 

in her carriage, forsootli, when honest people must go on 
focjt.” 

Subsequent observations confirmed my revered fellow- 
lodgcr’s anger and opinion. Wc have watched Hansom 
cabs standing before that lady’s house for hours ; W'e have 
seen broughams, with great flaring eyes, keeping watch 
there in the darkness ; we have seen the vans from the 
comestible shops diivc up and discharge loads of wines, 
groceries, h'rench plums, and other articles of luxurious 
horror. We have seen Count Wowski’s drag, Lord Martin- 
gale’s carriage, Mr, Douceacc’s cab drive up there lime after 
t)me; and (having remarked previoiLsly the pastrycook's 
men arrive with the trays and en/r/r^), we have known that 
this widow was g%’ing dinners at the little house in Pock- 
lington ^juare — dinners such a.s decent people could not 
hope to enjoy. 

My excellent friend has lx*en in a perfect furj' w’hcn ^frs. 
Stafford Molyneux, in a black velvet riding-habit, wUh a hat 
and feather, has come out and mounted an odious grey 
horse, and has cantered down the street, followed by her 
groom ujx)n :i bay. 

' * It won’t last long — it must end in shame and humiliation," 
my dear Mis^ C\ has remarked, disappointed that the tiles 
and chimney- jxils did not fall down upon Mrs, Stafford 
Molyneux’s head, and cnish that cantering audacious woman. 

flnt it was a con.solaiion to see her when sl)c walked out 
with a French maid, a couple of children, and a little dog 
hanging on to her by a V^luc ribbon. She always held down 
her head then -her head with the drooping black ringlets. 
The virtuous and well-disposetl avoided her. I have Seen 
the Square-keejKT himself look puzzled as she passed ; and 
Lady Kicklebury, walking by with Miss K,, her daughter, 
turn away from Mrs. Stafford Molynoux, and fling back at 
her a nuhless Parthian glance that ought to have killed any 
w^an of decent sensibility, 

'fhat wretched woman, meanwhile, wnh her rouged cheeks 
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(foi iOUge it is. Miss Clapperclaw swears, and who is a 
Ix'ttor judi^e?) has walked on conscious, and yet somehow 
i)n?.' in" out the Street. You could read pride of her beauty, 
pride iA her fine clothes, shame of her jxisition, in her 
downcast black eyes. 

'\s fur M.^demoisellc Trainfxilmc, her Trench in.aicl, she 
wf.ald stare the sun itself out of countenance. One clay she 
d u]) her head as she passed under our windows with a 
uuk of scorn th.ai drove Miss Clap|)crclaw back to the fire- 

, ct .aft.un. 

It was Ml'S. St.afTord Molyneux’s children, however, uhorn 
j p.tied the most. Once her Ixiy, in a flaring tartan, went 
up to speak to Master Roderick L.acy, w^ose maid was 
engaged ogling a policeman , and tlie children were going 
tc make fi lends, being united with a htxip which Waster 
Molynoux had, when Master Roderick’s maid, rushing up, 
clutched her charge to her arms, and hurried away, leaving 
I'ttT* Molyneux sad and wondering. 

"Why won’t he play with me, mammal” Master Moly- 
r M\ asked — and his mother’s face blushed purjilc as she 
walxcd away. 

“Ah — Heaven help us and forgive usl*’ said I; but 
Miss C. can never forgive the mother or child ; and she 
' iafifxxi her hands for joy one day when we saw the shutters 
up. bills in the windows, a ciiriiet hanging out over the 
I'..’ -cony, and a crowd of shabby Jews about the steps — 
r ,ving token that the reign of Mrs. Stafford Molyneux was 
over. The p.astrycooks and their trays, the bay and the 
grey, the brougham and the groom, the noblemen and ttieir 
cabs, were all gone ; and the tradesmen in the neighbour- 
hood were crying out that they were done. 

“Serve the odious minx right!" says Miss C. ; and she 
played at piquet that night with more vigour than 1 have 
known her manifest for these last ten years. 

What is it that makes centain old ladies so savage upon 
certain subjects? Miss C. is a good woman : pays her rent 

VOL. I, E 
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nnil hrr tr.v3c‘;m''n ; pivcs plenty to the poor; i\s brisk with 
h'*r tongue — kind-hoarted in the mam ; but if Mrs. Stafford 
MolyneuK and her children were plunged into a cauklni^n 
f)f boiling vinegar, I think ray revered friend would not take 
them out. 



THE MAN IN POSSESSION. 


For another misfortune which occurred in Our Street we 
were much more conipa>'iionate We liked Danby Dixon, 
and Ins wife Fanny Dixon still more. Miss had a paper 
of biscuits and a box of j'lroserved apricots always in the 
cupboard, ready for Dixon’s children— pi o\ isions, by the 
way. whicli she locked up undn Mrs. ( 'nifimysole's nose, 
so that our landlady ccjuld by no [Kissibility lay j^hand 
on them. ^ 

Dixon and his wife had the neatest little house possilile, 
(No, i6, opj)Osim 96). and wen* liked and u'spirtc'd by the 
W'liole Street. He w.is called I^andy Divon when h<’ wa.s 
in the Dragoons, and w'as a liglit weight, .ind rather famous 
as a gentleman rider. On his m.irn.ige, he sold out and 
got fat : and w'as indeed a llorul, coriienled, and jovial 
gentleman. 

Ilis little wife w^as ch.irming- to sec- her in pink with some 
miniature Dixons, in pink too, round ;dxnit her, or in that 
iH'autiful grey dress, with the dec'p black lace flounces, which 
she wore at my Ixird C'oniandine's on the night of the 
private theatricals, would have done any man gocKl. 7 o 
liear her sing any of my little ballads, " Knowesl 'Hiou 
the Willow’-trec?" for instance, or "The Rose U[^)on my 
Ralcony," or "The Humming of the Honey-lx'e" (far 
superior in my jut^gment, .iiid in that of somr ji'ood judges 
likew'ise, to that humbug Clarence Bulbul’s ballads), — to 
h<^r her, I say, sing these, w'as to Ijc in a sort of small 
Elysium. Dear dear little P'aimy Dixon ! she was like a 
little chirping bird of Paradise. It was a shame that storms 
should ever ruffle such a tender plumage. 



74 


OUR STREET. 


Well, never mind about sentiment. Danby Dixon, the 
owner of this litth' treasure, an ex-captain of Dragoons, and 
having nothing to do. and a small income, wisely thought 
he would employ his spare time, and increase his revenue. 
He lieeame a director of the Comoro Life Insurance Com- 
pany, of the Tregulj)ho tin-mines, and of four or five 
railroad companies. It amusing to see him swaggering 
about the City in his elinking Ixiots, and with his high and 
mighty dragoon manners, h'or a time his talk about shares 
after dinner was pi^rfecLly intolerable ; and I for one was 
always glad to leave him in the company of sundry very 
dubious capitalists wlio frequrmted his house, and walk up 
to hear Mrs. Ij'.iniiy warbling at the piano with her little 
children about her knee.s. 

It \r s only last season that they set up a carriage — the 
niodestest little vehicle conceivable — driven by Kirby, who 
had been in Dixon's troop in the regiment, and had followed 
him into private life ns coachman, footman, and i^igc. 

One day lately I went into Dixort's house, hearing that 
sonic calamities had befallen him, the particulars of which 
Miss Clapperclaw was desirous to know. The creditors of 
the Tregulpho Mines had got a verdict against him as one 
of the directors of tliat company ; the engineer of the Little 
Diddlescx Junction had sued him for two thousand three 
hundred pounds—ihe charges of that scientific man for six 
weeks’ labour in sur\' eying the line. His brother directors 
Merc to be discovered nowhere: Windham, Dodgin, Mizz- 
lington, and the rest, wem all gone long ago. 

^^^len 1 entered, the dooi was open : there was a smell 
of smoke in the dining-room, where a gentleman at noonday 
was seated with a pipe and a pot of beer : a man in posses- 
sion indeed, in that comfortable pretty parlour, by that snug 
round table where I have so often seen Fanny Dixon’s 
smiling face. 

Kirby, the ex-dragoon, was scowling at the fellow, who 
lay upon a little settee reading the newspaper, with an evident 
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desire to kill him. Mrs. Kirby, his wife, held little Danby, 
poor Dixon’s son and heir. Dixon’s jKirtrait smiled ov(‘r the 
sideboaid still, and his wife was upstairs m an agony of fear, 
with the poor little daughters of this bankruiit broken family 

This prior soul had actually come down and paiil a visit 
to the man m possession. She had sent wine ami rhnner to 
“ the gentleman downstairs, ’’ as she called him in het terror. 
She had tried to move his heart. Iw representing to liiiii how 
irinoeent (Jrgitain Di\on was, and how he h.id always paid, 
and always remained at Inune when eve rybody else had lleil. 
As if her tears and simple tale^ and entreaties could move 
that man in possession out of the house, or induce him to 
pay the eosts of the .iction which her husbai^l had lost. 

Danby meanwhile was at Boulogne, sieD'ning after bis 
wife and clnldnai. T'hey sedd everything his 
Ins smart furniture and neat little sto^k of jilate , his warj>-^ 
rtilx; and his linen, “the ptop<Tty of a g( ralenian gone 
abroad ; " his carnage by tlie best iiiakei ; and his Wine 
seleeted without legard to ‘-vp* n *. llis Ivnisc wms shut uii 
ri> comjiletely as his ('[iposiic neighbour’s , and a n< w tenant 
Is just having it fresh painted inside .md out, as if pO(>r 
Dixon liud left an infection behinrj. 

Kirby and his wife went .icross the w'alcr with the children 
and Mrs, i anny - sbe has a small scttleimait ; ami 1 am 
lK>und to say that our mutual friend Miss ICli/abeth C. went 
dowai with Mrs. Dixon in the lly to the 'row'cr Stairs, and 
slopped in I^ajiiibard Sticet by the w.ay. 

So it is that the w'orld wags . that lionesl men and knaves 
alike are ahvay's having ups and downs of fortune, and that 
we arc pcrijctually changing tenanis in Our Street. 


'V' 



THE LION OF THE STREET. 


WiiAT ppoplo Cvin find in ClaroncT Hulbul, who has lately 
takpn upon hinisfdf the rank and dii;nity of Lion of Our 
Stroft, I have always bo<‘n at n loss to conjecture. 

“He has written an Eastom lK>ok of considerable merit,'* 
Miss ('lapfx-'rclaw says; but hang it, has not evcrylx)dy 
wntlrn an Eas/vTn Ixxik ? I shoiiUi like to meet anybody in 
sr „i( ’y now w'ho liiis not l>ccn up to the second cataract. 
An ciastern book forsooth ! my Lord Castlcroyal has done 
one — an honest om* ; my Lord Youngent another — an 
amusing one ; rny Ixird Wcxilsey another— -a pious one ; 
Iheu* is “The Cutlet and the C'.ibob”— a sentimental one; 
“ Timlmct(K)thcn a humorotis one, all ludicrously over- 
ratcfl, in iny opinion . not including my own little lxx)k, of 
which a copy or two is still to lx.' Iiad, by the way. 

Well, then, riarence Bulbul, Ix’cause he has made part of 
th«' little tour that all of us know, comes back and gives 
himself aiih, forsooth, and how'ls as if he were just out of 
dte great Libyan desert. 

When we go and see him, that Irish Jew courier, whom I 
have before had the honour to descrilx', looks up from the 
novel which he is reading in the ante-room, and savs, Mon 
inaltre cst an divan," or, “ Monsieur trouvera Monsieur 
dans son s<5iTiil,'’ and relapses into the Comte de Montecristo 
again. 

Yes, the impudent wretch has actually a room in his apart- 
ments on the ground-floor of his mother's house, which he 
calls his harem. When I^.dy Betty Bulbul (they are of the 
Nightingale family) or Miss Blanche comes down to visit 
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him, their slippers arc placed at the door, and he receives 
them on an oUoman, and these infatuated women will 
actually light his pifw for him. 

Little Spitfire, the groom, hangs about the drawing-room, 
outside the harem forsooth ! so that he may be ready when 
Clarence Bulbul claps hands for him to bring tlie pipes and 
cofifee. 

He has coffee and pipes for everybody. I should like you 
to have sc‘en the face of old Bouly, his college-tutor, called 
uix)n to sit cross-legged on a divan, a llitlc cup of bitter 
black Mocha put into his hand, and a large amber-muzzled 
pipe stuck into his mouth by Spitfire, l)c*fore he could so 
much as say it was a fine day. Howly almost|thonght he 
had corn promised 1ns jmnciplcs by consenting so far to Ihis^, 
Turkish manner. . 'it 

Bulbul's dinners are, 1 own, very good ; his pilaffs and'^V 
curries excellent. He iritai to make us cal rice with our 
fingers, it is true ; but ho scalded his own hands in the busi- 
ness, and mvariably lu*dizenod his *.hirt : so ho has left off 
the Turkish practice, for dinner at least, and uses a foik like 
a Christian. 

But it IS in society that he is most remarkable ; and here 
he would, I own, be odious, but he Ix'comcs delightful, 
bt'causc all the men hale him so. A perfect chorus of abuse* is 
raised round about him. “ Confounded impostor,*' says one ; 

Impudent jackass,'* says another; "Miserable puppy,'* 
cries a third; “Id like to wring his neck,” says BrufT, 
scowling over his shoulder at him. Clarence meanwhile 
nods, winks, smiles, and patronises them all with the easiest 
good-humour. He is a fellow who would jxike an arch- 
bishop in the apron, or clap a duke on the shoulder, as 
coolly as he would address you and me. 

1 saw him the other night at Mrs. Bumpsher’s grand let 
off. He flung himself down cross-legged upon a pink satin 
sofa, so that you could see Mrs, Bumpshcr quiver with rage 
in the distance, Bruff growl with fury from the further room, 
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and Miss Pim, on whose frock Bulbul's feet rested, look up 
likt; a tiniid fawn. 

"Ian me, Miss Pirn,” said he of the cushion. "You 
look like a perfect Peri to-night. You remind me of a girl I 
once knew in Circassia — Ameciia, the sister of Schamyl Bey. 
Do you know, Miss Pim, that you would fetch twenty 
thousand piastres in the market at Constantinople?” 

" Law, Mr. Bulbul ! ” is all Miss Pim can ejaculate ; and 
having talked over Miss Ihm, Clarence goes off to another 
lii:)uri, wlioni he fascinates in a similar manner. He charmed 
Mts Waddy by telling her that she was the exact figure of 
the l*.isha of Kgy pi's second wife. He gave Mi.ss Tokcly a 
jjK'ce of th^ sack in which Zuleika was drowned ; and he 
j^r^ctually persuaded that poor little silly Miss Vain to turn 
imioincta**, and sent her up to the Turkish Ambassador’s 
*\o look out for a mufti. 





>OVL OF OCR STRFFl. 



THE DOVE OF OUR STREET. 


Tk nulbul IS our Lion. Young Oriel mny be descnlKrd ns 
The Love of our colony. He is almost ns gnvu n jinshn 
among the l.vdios as liulbul. They crowd in Hocks to see 
him at Samt Widtheof's, wliere the immense height of his 
forehead, the rigid jusceticism of his surplice, the twang v\ith 
which h(‘ intones the service, and the nnm’jjy pniiiby mysti- 
cism of hiJ^'^ermons, have turned all tla tle.ir guis' hea^’*'^ ^or 
sex'^t* time past. WhiU* w'e wme Jiavmg atrubber ntAjll ^ 
Clv%ntry's, whose daughters aie following the new nioflAi-i 
heard the following talk (which made me revoke by the way) 
gO|j]i!jj on, ill Nvb.it w;is formerly called die >nung ladies’ room, 
Im lb now styled the Orator} - 

THE ORATOKV. 

Miss Cuauntry. Miss 1s\rfl Chal'.ntry. 

Miss De l’ Aisle, Miss Pyx. 

Rev. L. Okill. 

Rkv. 0. Sloci-m — (/// tJw further room). 

Miss Chauniry {sighing). Is it wrong to f)c in the Guards, 
dear Mr. Oriel? 

Miss Pyx. She will make Frank dc Loots sell out w hen he 
marries. 

Mr. Oriel. To be in the Guards, dear sister? The Churcl 
hiis alw'ays encourag<‘d the army. Saint Martin of 'Ibiirs 
was in the anny ; Saint Louis was in the army ; Saint 
Walthcof, our patron, Saint Witikind of Aldermanbury. 
Saint Wamba, and Saint Walloff wxre in the army. Saint 
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Wapshotwas captain of the guard of Queen Boadicea; and 
Saint Werewolf was a major in the Danish cavalry. The 
holy Saint Ignatius of I^oyola carried a pike, as we know ; 
and 

Miss Dc tAisk. Will you take some tea, dear Mr. Oriel? 

Orkl. This is not one of my feast days, Sister Emma. 
It is the feast of Saint Wagstaff of Walthamstow. 

Th£ Young Ladies, And we must not even take tea ? 

Oriel. Dear sisters, I said not so. You may do as you 
list : but I am strong {un/k a heartd rokeri sigh) ; don’t ply 
rne {he ret'h). I took a litth' water and a parched pea after 
matins. To-morrow is a flesh day, and — and I shall be 
lietter then. 

O. Slocx^'m {from luilhin). Madam, 1 lake your heart 
small Ijpinip. 

iel. Yes, belter! dear sister ; it is only a passing— a— 
weakness. 

Miss /. Chiiutifry. He’s dying of fever. 

Miss Chauntry. I’m so glad Du lk)Ols need not leave the 
1 Hues. 

Miss Pyx. He wears sackcloth and cinders inside his 
w.iistcoat. 

Miss De V Aisle. He's told me to-night he's going to — to 
— ko-o-onu\ [.\fiss De f Aisle hursts into tears. 

Pro. O. Slocum. My lord, I have the highest club, which 
gives the trick and two by honours. 

rhus, you see, we have a variety of clergymen in Our 
Street. Mr. Oriel is of the Pointed Gothic school, while old 
Slocum is of the goo<l old tawny port-wine school ; and it 
must lx: confessed that Mr. Gronow, at Kbenezer, has a 
hearty abhorrence for lx)th. 

As for Gronow, I pity him if his future lot should fall 
where Mr. Oriel supposes that it will. 

And Its for Oriel, he has not even the benefit of purgatory, 
which he would accord to his neighbour Ebenezer; w'bile 
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old Slocum pronounces both to l)e u couple of hujubiigs, 
and Mr. Mole, the demure little beetle-browed chaplain of 
the little church of Avemary Lane, keeps his sly eyes down 
to the ground when he passes any one of his black-coated 
brethren. 

There is only one point on which my friends seem agreed. 
Slocum likes port, but whomever heard that he neglected his 
poor? Gronow', if he comminates his ncighlx)ur’s congre- 
gation, is the affectionate father of his own. Onel, if he 
loves Pointed Gothic and parched ficas for breakfast, has 
a prodigious soup-kitchen for his poor; and as for little 
Father Mole, w'ho never lifts his eyes from the ground, ask 
our doctor at what bedsides he finds hty, and how he 
soothes poverty, and braves misery and infection. 
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THE BUM PS HERS, 

No. 6 Pocklington (jardens (the house with the quantity of 
flowers in the windows, and the awning over the entrance), 
Ck'oige Huinpsiier, lisquirc, M.P. fc.r liumborough (and the 
IHcanstallvS, Kent). 

For some linie after this gorgeous family came into our 
quarter, T misia k a bald-headed stout jsiTson, whom I used 
l(^;^oc»king through the floweis on the upper windows, for 
^hcr him(l'lf, or foi tin- butler of the family ; whereas 
w'*.liLs no other than Mrs. liumpsher, without her chestnut 
wig, and who is at I(‘ast three times the size of her husband. 

'I’ho Humpshers and the house of Mango at the Pineries 
vie togethei in thi'ir dt'.sire to dominate over the neighbour- 
liood ', and each votes the othei a nilgar and purse-proud 
family. The fact is, both are City people. Pumpshei, in 
Ills mercantih* capacity, is a wh(»lesale stationer in Thames 
Street ; and his wife was daughter of an eminent bill-broking 
firm, not a thousand miles from Ix^mbard Stn»ct. 

He does not s[>oit a coronet and suppxDrters upon his 
I^iondon plate and carriages ; but his country house is em- 
blazoned all over with those heraldic decorations. He puts 
on an order when he goes abroad, and is Count Bumpsher 
of the Roman Stales— -which title he purcliased from the late 
Pojx; (through Prince Polonia the banker) for a couple of 
Ihou.sand sciidi. 

It is as good as a coronation to see him and Mrs. 
Bumpsher go to Court. 1 wonder the carriage can hold 
them both. On those days Mrs. Bumpsher holds her ow'n 
drawing-room before Her Majesty's ; and we are invited to 
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come and see her sitting in state, upon the largest sofa in 
her rooms. She has need of a stout one, I promise yoii. 
Her very feathers must weigh sonrething considerable. The 
diamonds on her stomacher w'ould embroider a full -sized 
carpet-bag. She has rubies, ribbons, cameos, emeralds, 
gold serpents, opals, and Valenciennes lace, as if she were 
an immense sample out of Howell and James’s shop. 

She look up with little Pinkney at Rome, where he made 
a charming picture of her, representing her as about eighteen, 
with a cherub in her lap, who has some likeness to Bryan- 
stone Bumpshcr, her enor- 
mous vulgar son: now a 
cornet in the Blues, and any- 
thing but a cherub, as those 
would say who saw him in his 
uniform jacket. 

I remember Pinkney when 
he was painting the picture, 

Bryanstone being then a 
youth in what they call a 
skeleton suit (as if such a 
pig of a child could ever 
have been dressed in any- 
thing resembling a skeleton) 

— I remember, I say, Mrs. B. 
sitting to Pinkney in a sort of Egcrian costume, her boy 
by her side, whose head the artist turned round, and directed 
it towards a piece of gingerbread, which he was to have at 
the end of the sitting. 

Pinkney, indeed, a painter !— a contemptible little humbug, 
and parasite of the great ! He has painted Mrs. Bum]:>sher 
younger every year for these last ten years — and you see in 
the advertisements of all her parties his odious little name 
stuck in at the end of the list. I’m sure, for my part, I'd 
scorn to enter her doors, or be the toady of any woman. 




JOLLy NEWBOY, ESQ., M.P. 

TIow diffcrrru it is with the Ncwboys, now, where I have an 
cnlrt'c {having indeed had the honour in lormcr days to 
give lessons to both the ladies)— -and where such a cjuack as 
Pinkney would never be allow'od to enter ! A merrier house 
the whole quarter cannot furnish. It is there you meet 
people of .ill ranks ar^i degrees, not only from our quarter, 
but rest ofi;.he towm. It is there that our great 

man,^^,^,*kight Honourable Loid I’oinandinc, came up 
and sjxiko to me in so encouraging a manner that I hope 
to U* invited to one of his lordship's excellent dmners (of 
winch 1 shall not fad to give a very flattering description) 
bi'foTC tlie sCiison is over. U is there you find yourself 
talking to statesmen, ixiets, and artists — not sham poets like 
lUilbul, or cjuack artists like that Pinkney— but to the best 
members of all scx:icty. It is there I made this sketch, W'hilc 
Miss C'hestcrforlh w'as singing a dcep-toncd tragic ballad, 
and her mother scowling behind her. What a buzz and 
clack and chatter there was in the room to be sure ! When 
Miss Chesterforth sings, everybody l)egins to talk. Hicks 
and old l ogy were on Ireland ; Bass was roaring into old 
Pump's ears (or into his horn rather) alxiut the Navigation 
l.iiws ; I was engaged talking to the charming Mrs. Short ; 
w'hile Charley 1‘lonham (a mere prig, in whom I am surpristid 
that the w'om<‘n can sec anything) was pouring out his 
fulsome rhapsodies in the cars of Diana W’hilc. Lovely 
lovely Diana White! were it not for three or four other 
^engagements, I know a heart that would suit you to a T. 

Newboy*s I pronounce to be the joUiest house in the street. 
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He has only of late had a rush of prosperity, and turned 
Parliament man ; for his distant cousin, of the ancient house 

of Newboy of shire, dying, Fred— then making Ijclicvc to 

practise at the Par, and living with the utmost modesty in 
Gray’s Inn Road — found himself master of a fortune, and a 
great house in the country ; of which getting tired, as in the 
course of nature he should, he came up to London, and look 
that fine mansion in our Gardens. He represents Mum* 
borough in Parliament, a seat which has been time out of 
mind occu[)icd by a Nc\\lx)y. 

Though he docs not speak, being a great deal too rich, 
sensible, and lazy, he somehow occupies himself with re.id- 
ing blue-books, and indeed talks a great deal too much good 
sense of late over his dinner-table, w here tlftrc is alwe’*s a 
cover for the present writer. • 

He falls asleep pretty xssiduously too after that mcaV 
practice which I can well i>ardon m him— for, between our- 
selves, his wife, Maria Newlx>y, and his sister, Clarissa, are the 
loveliest and kindest of their sex, and I would rather hear their 
innocent prattle, and lively talk about their neighlxiurs, than 
the best wisdom from the wisest man that ever wore a beard. 

Like a wise and good man, he leaves the question of his 
household entirely to the women. They like going to the 
play. They like going to Greenwich. They like coming 
to a party at Bachelor’s Hall. They arc up to all sorts of 
fun, in a word ; in which taste the good-natured Newboy 
acquiesces, provided he is left to follow his own. 

It was only on the 17th of the month, that, having had the 
honour to dine at the house, when, after dinner, which took 
place at eight, we left Newboy to his bluc-lx>oks, and went 
upstairs and sang a little to the guitar afterwards — it was 
only on the 17th December, the night of Lady Sowerby's 
party, that the following dialogue took place in the boudoir, 
whither Newboy, blue-books in hand, had ascended. 

He was curled up with his House of Commons boots on 
his wife's arm-chair, reading his eternal blue-books, when. 
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Mrs. N. entered from her apartment, dressed for the 
evenin';. 

Mr:>. N, 1' rcderick, won’t you cornc ? 

Mr. N. Where? 

Mrs. N. 'To Lady Sowerby's. 

Mr. N, I’d lather to the Black Hole in Calcutta. 
Besides, this Sanitary Bei)ort is really the most interesting 
[//f begin \ io 

Mrs. A’ W'ell, Mr. Titniaish will go with us. 

A/r. A'. Will he ? I wish him j<jy. 

At this juncture Miss Clarissa Newlwy enters in a pink 
paletot trimmed with swansdown- Uniking like an angel — 
and we evchan^e glances of- what shall I sny?~of sympathy 
oi^ 4 ith jiaus, ' nd eoiisuinmate lapturc on mine. But this 
v^v-play. ^ 

A’. Good-night, Fredenek. I think wo .shall be late. 

A/r. A^. You won't wake me, 1 dare say ; and you don't 
cvjx'ct a public man to sit up. 

AJrs. N. It’s not you, it’s the servants. Cocker sleeps 
very heavily. I'he maids aic Ixjst in bed, and are all ill 
vvilli the uitliK'ir/.a. I say, Fredenek dear, don't you think 
you had Ixnter give me ^OUK CiiUHii KEY ? 

This astonishing pro{K)i.al, winch violates every recognised 
law' of soeiety— this demand, which alUirs all the existing 
stale of things - this fact of a woman asking for a door- 
key, struck me with a terror which I cannot descnljc, and 
impressi'd me with the fact of the Vvisi progress of Our Street. 
^'he door- key ! What would our grandmother?, who dwelt 
in this place when it was a rustic suburb, think of its con- 
dition now', when 11114^01x15 slay at home, and wives go 
abroad with the latch-key ? 

I’he evening at Lady Soweiby's was the most deheious 
we have sixmU for long long days. 

Thus it wall be seen that everylKxiy of any consideration 
in Our Street takes a line. Mrs. Minimy ( 34 ) takes the 
^oma'opiithic line, and has jw>c.Vj of doctors of that faith. 
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Lndy Pocklington lakos ihc capitalist lino ; and those stujiid 
and splendid dinners of hers art* <lovoiirod by loan contractors 
and railroad princes. Mrs. Trimmer (38) comes out in tin? 
.scientific line, and indulsfcs us in rational evenings, where 
histor)' IS the lightest subject admiiled, and geology and the 
sanitary condition of the tiietroi»olis form the general themes 
of conversation. Mrs. Rriimby plavs tiiuly on the bassoon, 
and has evenings dedicated to Sebastian bach, and enlivened 
with 1 lanciel. .\t Mrs, Maskel> n'.s they are mad for charades 
and theatricals. 

Thev performed last ^h^'^tm:l.s in a Fk'iicIi piece, by 
Alexandre l)umas, I believt*- " La Duchesse de Monle- 
fi.isco,” of which 1 forget the plot, but ever\ body was in love 
with everybody's rise's wife, exeepl the* lieio, k^ou Alon/o, who 
w’os ardently atiadicd to the Duchc’^s, whofiirned om to be 
his grandmother. The piece was translatnl by Lord rjdHh-- 
faddlo, Tom Hulbu! Ix'ing the Don Aloii/o; and Mrs. 
kol.ind Calidore (vilio never ml^s^ > ,in opf>orninity of acting 
in a piece m which .she can .'*t down her hair) was the 
Duche.sS. 

Alo* ?(». 

You know how wvll lu you, and yon wonder 

'I o Aee Alon/o ^utlcr. Cunegunda 
A^k if ihc chanmis sufli-r when they fttl 
Pliuiced in their panting the hunior «. ■^leel? 

Or when the soaring heron or eagle pn'ud, 

Pierced bj my shaft, cotnc'^ tumbling from the cloudf 
Ask if the royal birds no anguish know, 

'I'he victims of Alon/o 's twanging how? 

Then ask him if he suffos -Inni who dies, 

Pierced by the iwisoned glance tluii glitters from your eyes ! 

[//t* yraw tht fjffect oj the potsOH. 

Tiir D( CHESS. 

Alon/o loves— /vlonzo loves \ and whom 

His grandmother ! Oh, hide me, gracious tomb ! 

\Her Grace faints away. 

Such acting as Tom Bulbul’s I never saw. Tom lisps 
atrociously, and uttered the p.assagc, "You athk me if I 
thuflfer ” in tlie most absurd way. Miss Clapperclaw says 
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he acted pretty well, and that I only joke about him 
because I am envious, and wanted to act a part myself. — I 
envious, indeed ! 

But of all the assemblies, feastings, junketings, dejeuners, 
soire^cs, conversaziones, dinner-parties, in Our Street, I knew 
of none pleasanter than the banquets at Tom Fairfax's ; one 
of wliich this enormous provision -consumer gives seven 
times a wi'ck. He lives in one of the little houses of the old 
Waddilovc Street quarter, tniilt long iH'forc Pocklington 
Square and Pocklington Gardens and the Pocklington family 
itself liad made their appearance in thn world. 

Toni, though he has a small income, and lives in a small 
house, yet sits down one of a party of twelve to dinner every 
day of his life ; Jhasc twelve consisting of Mrs. Fairfax, the 
nine Misses Fa|fax, and Master Thomas Fairfax— the son 
and heir to tw'opcncc-haIf|)cnny a year. 

It is awkward just now to go and beg pot-luck from such 
a family as tliis ; Ix'causc, though a guest is alwnys welcome, 
we arc thirteen at tabic— an unlucky number, it is said, 
niis evil is only temporary, and will be remedied presently, 
when the family will be thirteen without the occasional guest, 
to judge from all ap{^Mranecs. 

ilaily in the morning Mrs. Fairfax rises, and cuts bread 
and butter from six o'clock till eight ; during which time the 
nursery oi>crations ujxm the nine little graces arc ^oing on. 
We only sec a half-dozen of them at this present moment, 
and in the present authentic picture, the remainder dwindling 
oft iii>on little chairs by their mamma. 

The two on either side of Fairlax are twins — awarded to 
him by singular good fortune; and he only knows Nancy 
from Fanny by having a piece of tape round the former’s 
arm. There is no need to give you the catalogue of the 
Olliers. She in the pinafore in front is Elizabeth, god- 
daughter to Miss Clapfierclaw, who has been very kind to 
the whole family ; that young lady with the ringlets is 
engaged by the most solemn tics to the present writer, and it 
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is agreed that we are to be married as soon os she is as tall 
as my stick. 

If his wife has to rise early to cut the bread and butter, I 
warrant Fairfax must be up betimes to cam it. He is a 
clerk in a Government office : to which duty he trudges daily, 
refusing even twopenny omnibuses. Every time he goes to 
the shoemaker’s he has to order eleven pairs of shoes, and 
so can’t afford to spare his own. He teaches the children 
Latin every morning, and is already thinking when Tom 
shall be inducted into that language. He works in liis 
garden for an hour Ixifore breakfast. His work over by 
three o’clock, he tramps home at four, and exchanges his 
dapper coal for that dressing-gowm m which he apix*ar.s 
Ijcforo you, — a ragged but honourable garmen; in u hicli he 
stood (unconsciously) to the present designer. ^ 

Which IS the b«.‘St, his old coat or Sir John's Ixand ncw 
one? Which is the most comfortable and Incoming, Mrs. 
I'airfax’s black velvet gown (which she has worn at the 
Focklingion Square imrties these twelve years, and in which 
1 protest she looks like a queen), or that new' rolxj uhich 
the milliner has just brought home to Mrs. Tlutnpshcr's, and 
into which slie will squeeze herself on Christmas Day. 

Miss Clapi'K'rcli'iw says that we are all so charmingly con- 
tented with ourselves that not one of us would change with 
his neighbour; and so, rich and i>oor, high and low', one 
person is about .as happy as .another in Our Street. 


TIIE END OF "OUR STREET." 
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DOCTOR BIRCH. 


THE DOCTOR AND HIS STAFF. 

T here is no need to siiy why I became assistant-master 
and professor of the English and French languages, 
flower-painting, and the German flute, in Doctor Birch's 
Academy, at Rodwell Regis. Good folks may depend on 
this, that it was not for choice that I left lodgings neat 
London, and a genteel society, for an under-master's desk in 
that old school. I promise you tlir fare at the ushers* table, 
the getting up at five o'clock in the morning, the walking 
out with little boys in the fields (who used to play me tricks, 
and never could Ix^ got to rcsptict my awful and resfion- 
sible character .as teacher in the school), Miss Birch’s vulgar 
insolence. Jack Birch's glum conde.sccnsion, and the poor 
old Doctor's patronage, were not matters in themselves 
pleasurable : and that that patronage and those dinners were 
sometimes cruel hard to swallow. Never mind—my con- 
nection with the place is over now, and I hope they have got 
a more efficient under-master. 

Jack Birch (Rev. J. Birch, of St. Neot's Hall, Oxfoid) is 
partner with his father the Doctor, and lakes some of the 
classes. About his Greek I can't say much ; but I will con- 
strue him in Latin any day. A more supercilious little png 
(giving himself air , too, about his cousin, Miss Kaby, who 
hves with the Doctor), a more empty pompous little coxcomb 
1 never saw. His white ncckloth looked as if it choked him. 
He used to try and look over that starch upon me and Prince 
▼OL. I. F 2 
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the assistant, as »f wc were a couple of footmen. He didn’t 
do much business in the school ; but occupied his time in 
writing sanctified letteis to the boys* parents, and in compos- 
ing dreary sermons to preach to them. 

ITic real ntastcr of the school is Prince ; an Oxford man 
loo : shy, haughty, and learned ; crammed with Greek and 
a quantity of useless learning ; uncommonly kind to the 
small Ixjys; pitiless with the fools and the braggarts; rc- 
sjvcted of all for his honesty, his learning, his bravery (for he 
hit out once in a boat-row in a way which astonished die 
lioys and the bargemen), and for a latent power alxjut him, 
whi(‘h .ill saw and confessed somehow. Jack Birch could 
never kx)k him in the face. Old Miss Z. dared not put off 
any of her airs upon him. Miss Rosa made him the lowest 
of curtseys, ^vliss Raby said she uas afimd of him. Good 
old Prince ! wo have s.it many a night smoking m the 
D<Ktor’s harness-room, whither we retired when our l>oys 
sverii gone to Ixxi, and our cares and cancs put by. 

After Jack Rirch had taken his degrw* at Oxford — a process 
whicli he effected with greatdilficuUy — this place, wdiich used 
to l>c called “ Birch's,” “ I>r. Birch's Academy/' and what 
not, lH*canie suddiMily “Archbishop Wigsby’s College of 
Rodwell Regici.” They look down the old blue board with 
the gold letters, which has lx‘cn used to mend the pigsty 
since. Biich h.id a large schoolroom run up in the Gothic 
taste, with statuettes, and a little V>elfr>’, and a bust of Arch- 
bishop Wigsby in the middle of the school. He put the six 
senior Imys into caps and gowns, which had rather a good 
effect as the lads sauntered down the street of the town, but 
which certainly provoked the contempt and ho^stility of the 
bargemen ; and so great was his rage for academic costumes 
and ordinances, th.at he would have put me myself into a lay 
gowm, with rcMl knots and fringes, but that I flatly resisted, 
and said that a wTiiing-masicr had no business with such 
paraphernalia. 

By the way, 1 have forgotten to mention the Doctor him- 
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sdf. And v^hat bhall I say of him? Well, he has a very 
rrisp gown and bands, a solemn aspect, a tremendous loud 
voice, and a grand air with the boys' parents ; whom lie 
receives in a study covered round with the l>csi>bound lHX)ks, 
which imposes upon many — ^upon the women especially— and 
nuikcs them fancy that this is a r>octor indeed. Hut law 
•bless you ! He never reads the Ixioks, or opens one of them ; 
except that in which he keeps his bands — a Dugdale’s 
“ Monasticon,” which looks like a book, but is in reality a 
cuplioard, where he has his port, almond-cakes, and decanter 
of wine. He gets up his classics with translations, or what 
the l>oys call cribs : they pass wicked tricks ujion him when 
he hears the forms. The elder wags go lo his study and ask 
him to help them in hard bits of Herodotus or 'ITiucychdes : 
lie says he will look over the passage, and Hies for refuge to 
Mr. Prince or to the crib. 

Me keeps the flogging department in his own hands ; 
finding that his son w^as too savage. He has awful brows 
and a big voice. Put his roar frightens nolxxly. It is only 
a lion’s skm ; or, so to say, a muif. 

’ Little Mordant made a picture of him with large cars, 
like a welbknown domestic animal, and had his own justly 
l>oxed for the caricature. The Do<'tor discovered him m 
the fact, and w’as in a flaming rage, and threatened whipping 
at first ; but in the course of the day an opiwrtune Ixisket of 
game arriving from Mordant's f?ither, the Doctor bcTame 
mollified, and has burnt the picture with the cars. How- 
ever, 1 have one w'afered up in my desk by the hand of the 
same little rascal : and the frontispiece of this very book is 
drawn from it. 



THE COCK OF THE SCHOOL. 


I AM growing; an old fcllosv. and have seen many great folks 
in th'' course of iny invels and unic . Louis Philippe corning 
out of the "l uilcnes ; Uis Majesty ihe King of Prussia and 
the kciclisvcnveser accolading each other at (Cologne at my 
elhow ; Admiral Sir C'harles Kapier (in an omnibus once), 
the Duke of Welliiiglon, the immortal Gcx'thc at Weimar, 
the kite Ixmevolent Pofx- (hogory XVI., aUnd a score more 
of the famous in this vvorld - the whom whenever one look.s 
at, one has a mild shock of awe and tremor. 1 like this 
feeling of decent fear and trembling with which a modest 
SI lint .salutes a Gkicat Man. 

Well, 1 have seen geniTaD caix'Hng on horseback at tliu 
head of their cnnisoii battalions ; bishops sailing down 
calhedr.il aisles, wiih downcast eyes, pressing their trencher 
caps to their hearts with their fat white hands ; college heavls 
whf’n Her Maiest) is on a visit; the Doctoi in all his glory 
at the head of his schtxil on speech-day : a great sight and 
all great men these. I have never met the late Mr. 'I'homas 
C’ribb, but 1 have no doubt should h.ave rcgvirdod him w^ith 
the same feeling of awe with which I lr>ok every day at 
George Champion, the Cock of Docit^ir Pirch's school. 

When, I say, I reflect as I go up and set him a sum, that 
he could whop me in two minutes, double up Prince and 
the other assistant, and pitch the Doctor out of window*, I 
can't but think how* great, how generous, how magnaniraous 
a cn^aturc this is, that sits quite quiot and good-natured, 
aiid works his equation, and ponders through his Greek 
l)lay. He might take the schoolroom pillars and pull the 
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house down if he liked. He might close the door, and 
demolish <*very one of us, like Aiitnr the lover of Ibla; but 
he lets us live. He never thrashes anylxxly without a cause ; 

'w hen woe Ixitidc the tyrant or the sneak ! 

I think that to Ijc strong, and able to whop cvcrylx)dy— 
(not to do it, mind you, but to feel that you were able to do 
it) — would be the greatest of all gifts. There is a serene 
good-humour which plays about CJeorgc Champion’s broad 
face, which shows the consciousness of this powiT, and lights 
up his honest blue eyes w^itli a magnanimous calm. 

He is invietus. Even when a cub there was no Ijcaling 
this lion. Six years ago the undaunted little warrior actual ly 
stood up to Frank Davison, — (the Indian officer now'— poor 
little Charley's brother, whom Miss Raby nursed so affection- 
ately), — then .seventeen years old, and the Cock of llirch's. 
'They were obliged to drag off the lx)y, and Frank, with 
admiration and regard for him. propht'sied the great things 
he would do. Legends of combats are preserved fondly m 
schools: they have stones of ueh at Kodw'cn Regis, per- 
formed in the old Doctor’s lime, forty years ago. 

Champion’s affair with the Young Tutbury Pet, W'ho was 
down here in training, — with Hlack the bargeman, — with 
the three head Ixiys of Doctor Wapshot's Academy, whom 
he caught maltreating an outlying day-lioy of ours, &c., — 
are known to all the Rodwell Regis men. He was always 
victorious. He is modest and kind, like all great men. He 
has a good brave honest understanding. He cannot make 
verses like young Finder, or read Greek like Wells the 
Prefect, who is a perfect young abyss of learning, and 
know'S enough, ITince says, to furnish any six first-class 
men ; but he (*ocs his work in a sound downright way, 
and he is made to be the bravest of soldiers, the best of 
country parsons, an honest English gentleman, wherever he 
may go. 

Old Champion's chief friend and attendant is Young Jack 
Hall, whom he saved, when drowning, out of the Miller's^ 
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Pool. The attachment of the two is curious to witness. 
The smaller lad gambolling, playing tricks round the bigger 
one, and perpetually making fun of his protector. ITiey 
arc never far apart, and of holidays you may meet them 
miles away from the .school, — George sauntering heavily 
down the lanes with Ins big stick, and little Jack larking 
with the pretty girls m the cottage-windows. 

(jeoige has a boat on the river, in which, however, he 
commonly lies smoking. v%lulsl Jack seulls him. lie docs 
not f>lay at cricket, esccjDt when th<‘ bool plays the county, 
or at Lord's in the holidays. Tin* boys can’t .stand his 
bowling, and when he hits, it is like trying to catch a 
cannon-ball. 1 have seen Iiiin at tennis. It is a spleiulirl 
sight to behold the young fellow' Ixiunding over the court 
with sti earning yellow hair, Iiki* young Apollo in a flannel 
jacket. 

The other head boys are Lawrence the captain ; Dunce, 
famous chicily for his magnificent appetite; and Pitman, 
surnanicd Koscius, for Ins love of the drama. Add to 
these Swanky, called Macassar, from liis paitialily to that 
condiment, and who has varnished boots, wears white gloves 
on Suucku"», and looks out for Muss Pinkerton’s school 
(tninsferred from Ghiswick to Rodwall Regis, and conducted 
b> the nieces of the late Miss Ikiiliara Pinkerton, the friend 
of our great Li’xieograpluT, upon the juinciples afiprovcd 
by him, and praetisetl by th.U admirable woman) as it 
passes into chureb. 

Keprescntalions have I>eon made conceming Mr. Horace 
Swanky s budiavioiir ; rumours ha\e licen utien'd about notes 
in verse, conveyed in three-corncred pud's, by Mrs. Rugglcs, 
who serves Miss Pinkerton's young ladies on P’ridays, — and 
how Miss Didow, to whom the tart and enclosure were 
adiires-sed, tried to make away with herself by swallowing a 
ball of cotton. Put I p.i.'^s over these absurd repioris, as 
likely to affect the reputation of an admirable seminary 
conducted by irreproachable females. As they go into 
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church, Miss P. driving in her flock of lambkins with iho 
crcxik of her parasol, how can it In; helped if her forces and 
ours sometimes collide, as the Ix^ys are on their way up 
to the organ-loft ? And I don't tx-'licve a word aljout the 
three-cornered puff, but rather that it was the invention 
of that je*alous Miss Pirch, who is jealous of Miss Raby, 
jealous of cvcryliody who is good and handsome, and who 
has her own ends in view', or I am very much in error. 



rilE LITTLE SCHOOLROOM. 

What they nill the Uttlo schoolroom is a small room at the 
other end of the fjrcat school ; through which you go to the 
Doctor's private house, and where Miss Raby sits with her 
pupils. She hiis a h.ilf-dozen very small ones over whom 
she ])resiclc.s and teaches them in her simple way, until they 
arc big or learned enough to face the great schoolroom. 
Many of them are in a hurry for promotion, the graceless 
little simpletons, and know no more than their eldcis when 
they arc well off. 

She keeps the accounts, writes out tlie bills, superintends 
the linen, and sow'S on the general shirt-buttons ! Think of 
having such a woman .at home to sew' on one's shirt-buttons ! 
Rut pc-uce, peace, thou fcKilish heart ! 

Miss Raby is the Doctor’s niece. Her mother was a 
iKauty (quite unlike old Zoo therefore) ; and she married a 
pupil in the old Doctor's time, w'ho was killcfJ afterw'ards, a 
captain in the East India Service, at the siege of Hhurtpore. 
Hence a number of Indian children come to the Doctor's; 
for Raby was very much liked, and the uncle's kind reception 
of the orphan has hieen a good s[)cculation for the school- 
keeper. 

It IS wonderful how' brightly and gaily that little quick 
creature docs her duly. She is the first to rise, and the last 
to slet'p, if any business is to be done. She sees the other 
tw'o women go off to parlies in the town without even so 
much as wishing to join them. It is Cinderella, only con- 
sented to stay at home— content to bear Zoe’s scorn and 
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to admit Rosa’s superior charms, — and to do her utmost to 
repay her uncle for his great kindness in housing her. 

So you sec she works as much as three maid-servants for 
the wages of one. She is as tliankful when the Doctor gives 
her a new gown as if he had presented her with a fortune ; 
laughs at his stories most good-humouredly, listens to Zoc’s 
scolding mast meekly, admires Rosa with all her heart, and 
only goes out of the way when Jack Hirch shows his siillow 
face ; for she can't bear him, and always finds work when 
he comes near. 

How’ difforojit she is when some folks approach her ! I 
won't be presumptuous ; but I think, I think. 1 have made 
a not unfavourable impression in some quarters. However, 
let us b<‘ mum on this subject. J hkc to see her, because 
she always looks go<jd-humourccI ; Ix^cause she is alw'ays 
kind, Ixjcausc she is always moilest, Ix^cause she is fond of 
those poor little brats, — orphans some of them “because she 
is rather pretty, I dare say, or Ixicausc I think so, which 
conies to the same thing. 

I'liough she IS kind to all, it must be ow’necl she shows the 
most gross favouritism towards the amiable children. She 
brings them cakes from dessert, and regales them with Zoe’s 
preserves ; spends many of her little shillings in presents for 
her favourites, and will tell them stories by ilic hour. She 
has one very sad story about a little boy who died long ago : 
the younger children are never weary of hearing alxiut him ; 
and Miss Raby has shown to one of them a lock of the little 
chap’s hair, which she keeps in her work-box to ibis day. 



THE DEAR BROTHERS. 

Zi /l^clo&tama in Several 1flount»s* 

TriK IJOCTOK. 

Mk. 'I ii’j'KK, Unde tu the Masters lioxall. 
liOXAi-h M.ijor, 1V)XALI. Minor, Hkown, Junes, 
Smith, Robinson, TiruN Minimum. 

/i. Go it, old Roxall ! 

/. Give It him, young Boxall ! 

A\ 1‘ilch into him, old Boxall ! 

*!). Two lo one on )Oung Boxall ! 

'I’lKFiN Minimus, runttin^. 
Tiffin Minimum. Ikixalls ' you're wanted. 

The Doctor {/o Mr. Tipper). Kvcr>' Ixjy in the school loves 
them, niy cleat .sir ; vour neph<*ws are a credit lo my estah- 
h'ihment. They are orderly, well-conducted, gentlemanlike 
Ixns. l.cl Ub enter and find lljcm at their studios. 

The DOCTOK and Mr. Tiri’LK 


Gkand Tableau. 




THE DEAR DROTIiERS. 






A HOPELESS CASE. 


Lrt us, people who are so uncommonly clever and learned, 
have a groat tenderness and piiy for tlic poor folks who are 
not endowed w'lth the prodigious talents which wc have. I 
have always had a regard for dunces ; — those of my own 
schooldays were amongst the pleasantest of the fellows, and 
have turned out by no means the dullest in life ; W'hcreas 
many a youth who could turn off Latin hexameters by the 
yard, and construe Greek quite glibly, is no better than a 
feeble png now*, with not a j>c nnyworth more brains than 
w'erc in his head Ixifore his lieard grew. 

Those poor dunces ! Talk of lK?ing the last man, ah ! 
what a pang it must Ix' to lx* tlie last Ixiy— huge, misshapen, 
fourteen years of age, and “ taken up” by a chap who I'-but 
six years old, and can't speak quite plain yet I 

Master Hulkcr is in that condition at Birch’s. He is the 
most honest, kind, active, plucky, generous creature. lie 
can do many things lx?tter tli.an most lx)ys. He can go up 
a tree, jump, play at cricket, drive and swim perfectly— he 
can eat twice as much as almost any boy (as Miss Birch 
well knows), he has a pretty talent at carving figures with 
his hack-knife, he makes and paints little coaches, he can 
take a watch to pieces and put it together again. He can 
do everything but learn his lesson ; and then he sticks at the 
bottom of the sc .lool, hopeless. As the little boys are drafted 
in from Miss Raby’s class (it is true she is one of the lx*st 
instructresses in the w'orld), they enter and hop over poor 
Hulker. He would be handed over to the governess only 
he is loo big. Sometimes I used to think that this desperate 
stupidity was a stratagem of the poor rascal's, and that 
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shammed dulncss, so that he might be degraded into Miss 
Raby’s class — if she would leach me, I know, before George, 
I urould put on a pinafore and a little jacket — but no, it is a 
natural incapacity for the T^atin Grammar. 

If you could see his grammar, it is a perfect curiosity of 
dog’s -cars. The leaves and cover are all curled and ragged. 
Many of the pages are worn away with the rubbing of his 
ellK)ws as he sits |K)rmg over the hopeless volume, with the 
blows of his lists as he thumps it madly, or with the poor 
fellow's tears. You see him wiping them aw'ay W'ith the 
back of his hand, as he tries and tries, and can't do it. 

'VV'hen I think of that I«itin Grammar, and that infernal 
" in pr.Tsenti," and of other things which I w:is made to 
leain in my youth; upon my conscience, 1 am surprised 
ih.il wc ever survived it. When one thinks of the Ixjys who 
h.ive lieen caned localise they could not master that intoler- 
able jargon ! Good Lord, what a pitiful chonis these poor 
little creatures send up ! Ik* gentle wath them, yc school- 
masters, and only whop those who won't learn. 

The Tkietor has oixirated upon Hulker (between our- 
.selves), but the boy was so little affected you would have 
ilioiiglit he had taken chloroform, birch is weary' of 
whipping now', and leaves the boy to go his own gait. 
I ‘II rice, when he hears the lesson, and who cannot help 
making fun of a fool, adopts the sarca.stic manner with 
Master Hulker, and .says, Hulker, may I take the 

lIlKTty to inquire if your brilliant intellect has enabled you 
to jH^rccivc the difference Ix'twecn those w'ords which gram- 
marians have defined as substantive and adjective nouns ? 
— if not, perhaps Mr. Ferdinand Timmins will instruct 
you.” And Timmins hops over Hulker's head. 

I wish 1‘nncc would leave off girding at the poor lad. He 
is a boy, and his mother is a widow woman, who loves him 
with all her might. There is a famous sneer about the 
suckling of foi^Is and the dironicling of small beer ; but 
j^’inember it was a rascal who uttered it. 



A WORD ABOUT MISS BIRCH. 


gentlemen, nnd especially the younger and more 
lender of these pupils, will have the advantage of the 
constant superintendence and affectionate care of Miss Zot* 
Biri'h, sister of the principal ; whose dearest aim will be to 
supply (as far iis may be) the absent maternal friend ’’ — 
Pf\>spectus of Kodwcll SihooL 

This is all very well in the doctor’s iirospeetus, and Miss 
Zoe Birch (a pretty blossom it is, fifty-five years old, during 
two score of which she has dosed herself with pills , with a 
nose as red and a face as sour as a crab-apple) this is all 
mighty well in a prosjxjctus. But I should like to know 
who would take Miss Zoe for a niothci, or would have her 
for one ? 

The only persons in the hoasc wlio arc not afraid of her 
arc Miss Rosa and I — no, I am afraid of her, though I do 
know the story alxiut the 1‘Ycnch usher in i830“'but all the 
rest tremble before the woman, from the Doctor down to 
|X)or Francis the knife-boy whom she bullies into his miser- 
able blacking-hole. 

The Doctor is a pompous and outwardly severe man — 
but inwardly weak and easy ; loving a joke and a glass of 
port-wine. I get on with him, therefore, much fiettcr than 
Mr. Prince, w'ho scorns him for an ass, and under whose 
keen eyes the worthy Doctor WTithes like a convicted im- 
postor ; and mr*ny a sunshiny afternoon would he have said, 
*' Mr. T., sir, shall we try another glass of that yellow-scaled 
wine which you seem to like?" (and which he likes even 
better than I do), had not the old harridan of a Zoe been 
down upon us, and insisted on turning me out with her 
VOL. I. G 
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.ilKiminrihle we.ik coffee. She a moiher indeed ! A sour- 
inilk generation she would have nursed. She is always 
croaking, scolding, bullying -yowling at the housem.aids, 
snarling at Miss kaljy, bowwowang after the little twiys, bark- 
ing after thi lug orn^.. Sin* Knows how much every boy ^Mts 
lo an ounce , and her delight is to ply with fat lh(‘ little ones 
who can’t Ix'ar ii, and wiifi raw meat those who hate undcr- 
ilone. It was she wlu» caused the TKictor to be eaten out 
three times; and neaily created. i r<*bellu»n in the school 
because she mslsletl <>n his floggii’c ( ioliath Longman. 

Tlio unlv time liiat v\onian is haop\ is when she comes in 
(da nioniiiig to tin* !ttt!«- boys’ dotmitorks w itli a cup of hot 
Kpsom salts, ami a Sipj>et of bosul liotj lhc\cry notion 
makes me (jinvi'r. She stands om'I them. 1 saw her do it 
to young Tivles only a few d.i\s since; and her .jirebcncc 
m.ikes the abomination doubly .diominablc. 

'\s for attending them in real illness, do you Sltppo^(‘ that 
sh<' would svatcli a single night for any one of them? Not 
she. When jjoor little ( 'harley r).i\ison (lluil child a lock of 
whose soft liair I liave said how Miss Raby still keeps) l.iy 
ill of scarlet fcMM in tlie holidays - for the C'olc>ricl. the father 
of thesi* l*o\', was m Indi i - it was Anne Raby who tended 
the child, ulio \v itclnd Inm all through the fe\er, who nexcr 
left him while it lastc'd, or until she had closed the little eyes 
that W'(Te tvver to brightcMi ot luojsten more .Amiy watched 
and deploied him, l>ut it w.is Mii>s Ihrch wdio wiote the 
letlc^r annciuiK'itig his demise, .ind got the gold chain and 
locket winch the Colonel ordered as a memento of his grati- 
tude. It w.is llirough a nwv with Miss Ihrch that Frank 
T>avison ran away. 1 promise )ou that after he joined his 
regiment m India, the Ahmednuggur Irregulars, which his 
gallant father commands, there came over no more anrual 
shawl'’ and presents lo Doctor and Miss Birch ; and that if 
she faneiotl the Colonel w'.as coming home to marr}' her (on 
account of her tenderness to his motherless children, which 
he was always writing alxtiu), ikat notion was very soon 
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jjiven up. But these affairs arc of early date, seven years 
back, and I only heard of them in a very confused manner 
from Miss Raby, who was a girl, and had just come to 
Rodwell Regis. She is always very much moved when she 
speaks alx>ul those boys ; which is but seldom. I lake it 
the death of the little one still grieves her tender heart. 

Yes, it is Miss Birch, who h.is turned away seventeen 
ushers and second-masters in eleven yc.ars, and half as 
many French masters, I supixjsc, since the departure of her 
/ii7J0urife, M, Grinchc, with her gold watch, &c. ; but tins 
IS only surmise — that is, from hearsay, and from Miss Rosa 
taunting her aunt, as she docs sometimes, in her graceful 
way : but besides this, I have another way of keeping her 
in order. 

Whenever she is particukirly odious or insolent to Mi.ss 
Raby, I have but to intrc^Iucc rasjiberry jam into the con- 
versation, and the woman holds her tongue. She will 
undcrst.and me. 1 nce<l not say more. 

Note, isM December . — I tnay sjxjak now. I have left 
the place and don't mind. I say then at ono;, and without 
caring twopence for the consequences, that I saw this woman, 
this mother of ilie boys, eating ja.m with a .sk>on out of 
Master Wiggins’s trunk i.n the box-room ; and of this 
1 am ready to take an affidavit any day. 



A TRAGEDY. 


TllK DUAMA (IL’GIIT lO III Ki J'RLbKNl LU IN 
AbOL/T SIX A( f- 

[Thf. Sihuol IS huJii'J. I.AWKKNCL, the Preft'if, unJ 
Cu\/i)\ of fhv Kods. n nutrthin^ offer the I>0< TOR into 
the oft'rulififi-JOom. M.i.sUt Dac IvIIol'sk u ulwuHo 
folloio. 

Afih\tt'r Hoikkou^i It'.s all very well, Imi you sec if 1 don't 
pny )oii out .'ifter scho(>l— you sneak yon ! 

Master fun her. If vou do, I’ll tell a^ani. 

[r.xit BACkllursK. 

[ The rod IS heard from the adjtauiiii^ afartment. Ihohish 
— hudtiJt ^hwhish — hivkish— hivkish - hivkish — 
fnohMi ' [Kt'-enUr BACKHOUSE. 



A SLKIOUS CASK. 





G 2 


VOL. 1 




BRIGGS IN LUCK. 


Enter the Knife -hoy. Hamper for Briggses ( 

Master Brenm. Hurray, Tom Briggs! I'll lend you my 
knife. 


1)' this story docs not carry its own moral, what fable docs, 
I wonder? Before the arrival of that hamptir, Master Briggs 
\sas in no better repute than any other young gentleman of 
the lower school ; and in fact I had oc'casion myself, only 
lately, to correct M.ister Brown for kicking his friend's shins 
during the writing-lesson. But how this flasket, directed by 
his nwther’s honstikeeper, and marked "GLASS WITH CAKE " 
(whence I conclude that it contains some jam and some 
Injilltis of wine, probably, as well as the usual cake and 
game- pie, and half a sovereign for the elder Master B., and 
live new shillings for Master Decimus Briggs)— how, I say, 
the arrival of this brisket alters all Master Briggs's circum- 
stances in life, and tire estimation in which many jxirsons 
regard him I 

If he is a good-hearted boy, as I have reason to think, the 
very first thing he will do, before insixx:ting the contents of 
the hamper, or cutting into them with the knife which Ma.ster 
Brown has so considenitely lent him, will be to read over the 
letter from home which lies on the top of the parcel. He 
does so, as I remr^k to Miss Raby (for whom I hapf^ened to 
be mending pens when the little circumstance arose), with a 
flushed face and winking eyes. Look how the other boys 
are peering into the basket as he reads. — I say to her, " I.sn't 
it a pretty picture ? ” Bart of the letter is in a very large 
band. This is from his little sister. And I would wager 
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that she netted the little purse which he bos just taken out 
of it, and which Master Lynx is eyeing. 

“You are a droll man, and remark all sons of queer 
things," Miss Raby says, smiling, and plying her swift needle 
and fingers as quick as rx)ssiblc. 

“ 1 am glad we are both on the spot, and that the little 
fellow lies under our guns as it were, and so is protected 
from some such brutal school* pirate as young Duval for 
instance, who w'ould rob him, proKiably, of some of those 
good things ; gocxl in themselves, and better because fresh 
from home. See, there is a pie, as I said, and which I dare 
say is better than those which arc served at our table (but 
you never Lake any notice of such kind of things, Miss Raby), 
a cake of course, a bottle of currant-wine, jam-pots, and no 
end of pt?ars in the straw. With their money little Briggs 
will be able to pay the tick which that imprudent child has 
mn up with Mrs. Ruggles; and I shall let Briggs Major pay 
for the ixincil-K:asc which Bullock sold to him. It will be a 
lesson to the young prcxligal for the future. But, I say» 
what a change there will be in his life for some time to 
come, and at least until his present wealth is spent ! The 
boys who bully him will mollify towards him, and accept 
his pie and sweetmeats. They will have feasts in the bed- 
room ; and that wine will taste more delicious to them than 
the best out of the Doctors cellar. The cronies will he 
invited. Young Master W'agg will tell his most dreadful 
story and sing his Ix:.si song for a slice of that pic. What a 
jolly night they will have! When we go the rounds at 
night, Mr. Prince and 1 will lake care to make a noise 
Wore we come to Briggs’s room, so that the boys may 
have lime to put the light out, to push t|ic things away, and 
to scud into bed. Doctor Spry may .be put in requisition 
the next morning,” 

“ Nonsense ! you absurd creature,” cries out Miss Raby, 
laughing ; and I lay down the twelfth pen very nicely 
mended. 
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* ' Yes ; after luxury comes the doctor, I say ; after extra- 
vagance a hole in the breeches-pocket. To judge from his 
disposition, Briggs Major will not be much better oflf a 
couple of days hence than he is now; and, if I am not 
mistaken, will end life a poor man. Brown will be kicking 
his shins before a week is over, depend upon it. There arc 
t>oys and men of all sorts, Miss R. — There are selfish sneaks 
who hoard until the store they daren't use grows mouldy — 
there arc spendthrifts who Hing away, parasites who flatter 
and lick its shoes, and snarling curs who hate and envy, 
good fortune." 

I put down the last of the pens, brushing away with it the 
quill-chips from her desk first, and she looked at me with a 
kind wondering face. I brushed them away, clicked the 
I^n-knife into my pocket, made her a bow, and walked off— 
for the bell was ringing for school. 



A YOUNG FELLOW WHO IS PRETTY 
SURE TO SUCCEED, 

If Master i.s clo'^lincrl in all probability to be a poor 

man, the chances are that Mr. liullock will have a very 
chhorent lot. He is a son of a partner of the eminent 
banking firm of Hulloek and Hulkor, Lombard Street, and 
very liigh in the up[)er school-~<]Uite out of my jurisdiction, 
consecjuently. 

He writes the most Ixiaiitiful current-hand ever seen ; and 
the way in whicli he mastered arithmetic (going away into 
rt'condite and w'onderful rules in the Tutor’s Assistant^ 
which some masters even dare not approach) is descrilxid 
by the Doctor in terms of admiration. He is Mr, Prince’s 
best algebra pupil ; and a very fair classic, too ; doing 
everything \acU for which he has a mind. 

He* does not busy himself with the sfwris of his comrades, 
and holds a cncket-lxit no better than Miss Raby would. 
He employs the pla> -hours in improving his mind, and 
reading the ncwsp.ipcr ; he is a profound politician, and, 
it must be owned, on the Liberal side. The elder boys 
despise him rather ; and when Champion Major passes, he 
turns his head, and looks down. I don’t like the expression 
of Bullock's narrow green eyes, as they follow the elder 
Champion, who does not seem to know or care how much 
the other hates him. 

No. Mr. Bullock, though perhaps the cleverest and most 
accomplished boy in the school, associates with the quite 
little boys when he is minded for society. To these he is 
quite afifablc, courteous, and winning. He never fagged 
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or thrashed one of them. He has done the verses and 
corrected the exercises of many, and many is the little lad 
to whom he has lent a little money. 

It is true he charges at the rate of a penny a week for 
every sixpence lent out ; but many a fellow to whom tarts 
are a present necessity is happy to pay this intcrt*st for the 
loan. These transactions arc kept secret. Mr. Bullock, in 
rather a whining lone, when he takes Master Green aside 
and does the requisite business for him, says, "You know 
you'll go and talk about it everywhere, I don't want to 
lend you the money, I want to buy .something with it. 
It's only to oblige you ; and yet I am sure you W'ill go and 
make fun of me." Wliereon, of course, Green, eager for 
the money, vows solemnly that the transaction shall Ijc con- 
fidential, and only siieaks when the pjiyment of the interest 
becomes oppressive. 

'Fbus it is that Mr. Bullock’s practice's arc at all known. 

At a very early pcrioel, indiHjcl, bis commercial genius 
manifested itself : and by happy speculations in toffey ; by 
composing a sweet drink made of stick-liquorice and brown 
sugar, and selling it at a profit to the younger children ; 
by purchasing a scries of novels, which he let out at an 
adcciuate remuneration; by doing lx)ys’ exercises for a 
penny, and other processes, he showed the bent of his 
mind. At the end of the half-year he always went home 
richer than when be arrived at school, with his purse full of 
money. 

Nobody knows how much he brought : but the accounts 
are fabulous. Twenty, thirty, fifty — it is impossible to say 
how many sovereigns. When joked about bis money, he 
turns pale and swears he has not a shilling: whereas he 
has had a banker’s accotmt ever since be was thirteen. 

At the present moment be is employed in negotiating the 
sale of a knife with Master Green, and is pointing out to 
the latter the beauty of the six blades, and that be need not ^ 
pay until after the holidays. 
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Champion Major has sworn that he will break every bone 
in his skin the next lime that he cheats a little boy, and is 
bearing down upon him. Let us come away. It is frightful 
to sec that big j)t:aceful clever coward moaning under well- 
deserved blows and whining for mercy. 




the pirate, 


DUVAL THE PIRATE. 


Jones Minimus passes, laden with tarts. 

Duval. Hullo ! you sm^ill boy with the tarts 1 Come 
here, sir. 

Jones Minimus. Please, Duval, they ain’t mine. 

Duval. Oh, you abominable young story-teller. 

[He conjiscates the goods. 

I think I like young Duval’s mode of levying contributions 
better than Bullock's. The former’s, at least, has the merit 
of more candour. Duval is the pirate of Birch’s, and lies in 
wait for small boys laden with money or provender. He 
scents plunder from afar off: and pounces out on it. Woe 
betide tlie little fellow when T.>uval lK>ards him ! 

I'here was a youth here whose money 1 used to keep, as 
he was of an extravagant and weak taste : and I doled it 
out to him in weekly shillings, sufficient for the purchase of 
the necessary tarts. This boy came to me one day for half 
a sovereign, for a very particular purpose, he said. I after- 
wards found he wanted to lend the money to Duval. 

The young ogre burst out laughing, when in a great wrath 
and fury I ordenxl him to refund to the little boy: and 
proposed a bill of exchange at three months. It is true 
Duval's lather does not priy the Doctor, and the lad never 
has a shilling, save that which he levies ; and though be is 
always bragging about the splendour of Freenystown, co. 
Cork, and the foxhounds bis father keeps, and the claret 
th^ drink there— -there comes no remittance from Castle 
Freeny in these bad times to the honest Doctor ; who is a 
kindly man enough, and never yet turned an insolvent boy 
out of doors. 



THE DORMITORIES. 


Master Hewlett and Master Migiitingale. 
{Rather a cold "winter night ) 

JJnvleit {Jli»,Ong ei shoe at Mastf-r Nk;!ITINGALE's hed^ 
with which he hits that yentng gentleman). Hullo, you ! Get 
up and bring me that shot* 1 

Sighiingale, Yes, Hewlett. yUe gets up. 

jflavlett. Don’t drop u. and l)c very careful of it, sir. 
iWightingale. Ves, Hewlett. 

Hewlett. Silence in tlie dormitory ! Any l>oy who opens 
lus inourh, I'll murder him. Now, sir, are not you the Iwy 
what can sing ? 

Nightingale, Yes, VIcwlelt. 

Hewlett, Chaunt, then, till I go to sleep, and if I W'ake 
when you stop, you'll have, this at your head. 

[Master Hewlett lays his lUuchers on the bed, ready 
to ,\hy at Master NtGliTiNGALK's head in the case 
contemplated. 

Nightingale {timidly). J'leasc, Hewlett. 

Hnvleit. Well, sir? 

Nightingale. May I put on tny trousers, please? 

Hewlett. No, sir ! Go on, or I’ll 

Nightingale. 

" Through pleasures and palaces 
Though we may roam. 

Be it ever so humble. 

T'here’.s no place like home." 
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A CAPTURE AND A RESCUE. 

Mv young fncnd, Patrick Champion, George’s younger 
brother, is a late arrival among us ; has much of the family 
quality and good-nature ; is not in the least a tyrant to the 
small boys, but is as eager as Aniadis to fight. lie is box- 
ing his way up the school, emulating his great brother. He 
fixes his eye on a boy above him in strength or size, and you 
hear somehow that a difference has arisen between them at 
football, and they have their coats off presently. He has 
thrashed himself over the heads of many youths in this 
manner : for instance, if Champion can hek Dobson, who 
can thrash Hobson, how much more, then, can he thrash 
Hobson? Thus he works up a. id establishes his [xisition 
in the school. Nor does Mr. Prince think it advisable that 
we ushers should walk much in the way when these little 
differences are being settled, unless there is some gross 
disparity, or danger is apprehended. 

For instance, I own to having seen the row depicted here 
as I was shaving at my bedroom window. I did not hasten 
down to prevent its consequences. Fogle had confiscated a 
top, the property of Snivins ; the which, as the little wretch 
was always pegging it at rny toes, I did not regret. Snivins 
whimpered ; and young Champion came up, lusting for 
battle. Directly he made out Fogle, he steered for him, 
pulling up his coa» -sleeves, and clearing for action. 

"Who spoke to young Champion?" F'ogicsaid, and he 

flung down the top to Master Snivins. 1 knew there would 
be no fight ; and perhaps Champion, too, was disappointed. 



THE GARDEN. 


WHERE THE PARLOUR-BOARDERS GO, 

Noblemen have been rather scarce at Birch’s— but the 
heir of a great Prince has been living with the Doctor for 
some years. He is Lord George Gaunt’s eldest son, the 
noble Plantagenet Gaunt Gaunt, and nephew of the Most 
Honourable the Marquis of Stcyne. 

They arc very proud of him at the Doctor's— and the two 
Misses and Papa, whenever a stranger comes down w^hom 
they W'ant to dazzle, are pretty sure to bring Lord Steyne 
into the conversation, mention the last party at Gaunt 
House, and cursorily to remark that they have with them a 
young friend who will be, In all human probability, Marquis 
of Steyne and Earl of Gaunt, &c. 

IMantagenct docs not care much about these future 
honours : provided he can get some brown sugar on bis 
bread-and-butter, or sit with three chairs and play at coach* 
and-horses quite quietly by himself, he is tolerably happy. 
He saunters in and out of school when he likes, and looks 
at the masters and other boys w'itb a listless grin. He used 
to be taken to church, but he laughed and talked in odd 
places, so they arc forced to leave him at home now. He 
will sit with a bit of string and play cat's-cradle for many 
hours. He likes to go and join the very small children at 
their games. Some ore frightened at him ; but they soon 
cease to fear, and order him about 1 have seen him go and 
fetch tarts from Mrs. Ruggles for a boy of eight years old ; 
and cry bitterly if he did not get a piece. He cannot speak 
quite plain, but very nearly ; and is not more, I suppose, 
than three-and-twenty. 
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Of course at borne they know his age, though they never 
come and see him. But they forget that Miss Rosa Birch is 
no longer a young chit as she was ten years ago, when Gaunt 
was brought to the school. On the contrary, she has had 
no small experience in the tender passion, and is at this 
moment smitten with a disinterested affection for Plantngenet 
Gaunt. 

Next to a little doll with a burnt nose, which he hides 
nw-ay in cunning places, Mr. Gaunt is very fond of Miss Rosa 
too. What a pretty match it ^^ould make ! and how pleased 
they w’ould Ik: at Gaunt House, if the grandson and heir of 
the great Marquis of Steyne, the descendant of a hundred 
Gaunts and Tudors, should marry Miss Birch, the schwd- 
master'.s daughter ! It is tnie she has the sense on her side, 
and poor Plantngenet is only an idiot : but there he is, a 
zany, with such expectations anrl such a pedigree I 

If Miss Rosa would run away with Mr. Gaunt, she would 
leave off bullying her cousin. Miss Anny Raby. Shall I put 
her up to the notion, and offer to lend her the money to run 
away? Mr. Gaunt is not allowed money. He had some 
once, but Bullock look him into a comer, and got it from 
him. He has a moderate tick opened at a tart-woman's. 
He stops at Rodwell Regis through the y«ir : school-time 
and holiday-lime, it is all the same to him. Nobody asks 
about him, or tliinks about him, save twice a year, when the 
Doctor goes to Gaunt House, and gets the amount of his 
bills, and a glass of w ine in the steward’s room. 

And yet you see somehow that he is a gentleman. His 
manner is different to that of the owners of that coarse tabic 
and parlour at which he is a boarder (T do not speak of Miss 
R. of course, for her manners, arc as good as those of a 
duchess). ■\^Tien he caught Miss Rosa boxing little Fiddes’s 
cars, his face grew red, and he broke into a fierce inarticulate 
rage. After that, and for some days, he used to shrink from 
her ; but they are reconciled now, I saw them this afternoon 
in the garden, where only the parlour-boarders walk. He* 
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was playful, and touched her with his stick. She raised her 
handsome eyes in surprise, and smiled on him very kindly. 

The thing was so clear, that I thought it my duty to speak 
to old Zoe about it. The wicked old catamaran told me she 
wished that some people would mind their own business, and 
hold their tongues — that some persons were paid to teach 
writing, and not to tell talcs and make mischief ; and I have 
since been thinking whether 1 ought to communicate with 
the Doctor. 



THE OLD PUPIL. 

• 

As I came into the playgrounds this morning, I saw a dash- 
ing young fellow, with a tanned face and a blonde inous- 
tacbe, who was walking up and down the green arm-in-arm 
with Champion Major, and followed by a little crowd of 
boys. 

They were talking of old times evidently. “What had 
become of Irvine and Smith?" — “Where was Bill Hams 
and Jones: not Squinny Jones, but Cocky Jones?"— and so 
forth. The gentleman was no stranger; he was an old 
pupil evidently, come to sec if any of his old comrades 
remained, and revisit the rari luo^hi of his youth. 

Champion was evidently proud of his arm-fellow. He 
espied his brother, young Champion, and introduced him. 
“ Come here, sir," he called. *' The young 'un wasn’t here 
in your time, Davison." “Pat, sir," said he, “this is 
Captain Davison, one of Birch’s boys. Ask him who was 
among the first in the lines at Sobraon ?" 

Pat's face kindled up as he looked Davison full in the 
face, and held out his hand. Old Champion and Davison 
both blushed. The infantry set up a " Hurray, humiy, 
hurray r* Champion leading, and waving his wide-awake. 
I protest that the scene did one good to witness. Here was 
the hero and cock of the school come back to see bis old 
haunts and cronies. He bad always remembered them. 
Since he had seen them last, he had faced death and achieved 
honour. But for my dignity I would have shied up my hat 
toa 

With a resolute step, and his arm still linked in Champion's. 
Captain Davison now advanced, followed by a wake of little 

VOL. 1. H 
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boys, to that corner of the green where Mrs. Ruggles has 
her tart-stand. 

** Hullo, Mother Ruggles ! don't you remember me?” he 
said, and shook her by the hand. 

*‘Lor’, if it ain't Davison Major!” she said. “Well, 
Davison Major, you owe me fourpence for two sausage- 
rolls from when you went away.” 

Davison laughed, and all the little crew of boys set up a 
similar chonis. 

“ I buy the whole shop,” he said. “ Now, young 'uns — 
eat aw^ay I ” 

Then there was such a “ Hurray ! hurray ! ” as surpassed 
the former cheer in loudness. Everybody engaged in it 
except Piggy Duff, who made an instant dash at the three- 
cornered puffs, but was stopped by Champion, who said 
there should be a fair distribution. And so there was, and 
no one lacked, neither of raspberry, open tarts, nor of melli- 
fluous bulls’-eycs, nor of polonies, beautiful to the sight and 
taste. 

The hurraying brought out the old Doctor himself, who 
put his hand up to his spectacles and started when he 
saw the old pu])il. FCach blushed when he recognised 
the other ; for seven years ago they had parted not good 
friends. 

“ Wh.at - Davison ? ” the Doctor said, with a tremulous 
voice, “ God bless you, my dear fellow 1 ” — and they shook 
bands. “A half-holiday, of course, boys," he added, and 
there was another hurray : there was to be no end to the 
cheering that day. 

** How's^— how’s the family, sir?” Captain Davison asked^ 

“Come in and see. Rosa’s grown quite a lady. Dine 
with us, of course. Champion Major, come to dine at five. 
Mr. Titmarsh, the pleasure of your company ?” The Doctor 
swung open the garden gate: the old master and pupil 
entered the house reconciled. 

I thought I would first peep into Miss Raby's room and 
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tell her of this event. She was working away at her linen 
there, as usual quiet and cheerful. 

“ You should put up/* I said with a smile ; “ the Doctor 
has given us a half-holiday." 

1 never have holidays," Miss Raby replied. 

Tlien 1 told her of the scene I had just witnessed, of the 
arrival of the old pupil, the purchase of the tarts, the pro- 
clamation of the holiday, and the shouts of the boys of 
' Hurray, Davison ! " 

“ Jf’/up is it?" cried out Miss Raby, starting and turning 
as white as a sheet. 

I told her it was Captain Davison from India ; and de- 
scribed the appearance and behaviour of the captain. Wlien 
I had finished speaking, she asked me to go and get her a 
glass of water : she felt unwell. But she was gone when I 
came back w'ith the water. 


T know all now. After sitting for a quarter of an hour 
with the Doctor, who attributed his guest's uneasiness no 
doubt to his desire to see Miss Rosa Birch, Davison started 
up and said he wanted to sec M iss Raby. ' ‘ You remember, 
sir, how kind she was to my little brother, sir?" he said. 
Wliereupon the Doctor, niih a look of surprise that any- 
body should want to see Miss Raby, said she w^as in the 
little schoolroom ; whither the captain went, knowing the 
way from old times. 

A few minutes aficrward.s, Miss B. and Miss Z. returned 
from a drive with Plantagenet Gaunt in their one-horse fly, 
and being informed of Davison’s arrival, and that be was 
closeted with Miss Raby in the little schoolroom, of course 
made for that apartment at once. I was coming into it 
from the otlier door. I wanted to know whether she had 
drunk the water. 

This is what both parties saw. The two were in this very 
attitude. “ Well, upon my word ! ’* cries out Miss Zoe ; but ^ 
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Davisoa did not let go his bold ; and Miss Raby's head only 
sank down on his hand. 

" You must get another governess, sir. for the little boys/' 
Frank Davison said to the Doctor. Anny Raby has pro- 
mised to come with me. " 

You may suppose 1 shut to the door on my side. And 
when I returned to the little schoolroom, it was black and 
empty. Everybody was gone. I could hear the boys shout- 
ing at play on the green outside. The glass of water was on 
the table where I had placed it. I took it and drank it 
myself, to the health of Anny Raby and her husband. It was 
rather a choker. 

But of course I wiusn’t going to stop on at Birch's. When 
his young friends reassemble on the ist of February 
next, they will have two new m:isters. Prince resigned too, 
and is at present living with me at my old lodgings at 
Mrs. Cammysole’s. If any nobleman or gentleman wants a 
private tutor for his son, a note to the Rev. F, Prince will 
find him there. 

Miss Clapperclaw says we are both a couple of old fools ; 
and that she knew when I set oiT last year to Rodwell Regis, 
after meeting the two young ladies at a party at General 
Champion's house in our street, that I was going on a goose's 
errand. I shall dine there on Christmas day ; and so I wish 
a merry Christmas to all young and old boys. 



EPILOGUB. 


The play is done ; the curtain drops, 
Slow falling, to the prompter's bell ; 

A moment yet the actor stops. 

And looks around, to say farcwelL 
It is an irksome word and task , 

And when he’s laughed and said his say, 
He shows, as he removes the mask, 

A face that’s anything but gay. 

One word, ere yet the evening ends. 

Let's close it with a parting rhyme. 

And pledge a hand to all young friends, 
As fits the merry Christmas time. 

On life's wide scene you, too, have parts. 
That Fate ere long shall bid you play ; 
Good-night 1 with honest gentle hearts 
A kindly greeting go alway ! 

Good-night 1 I'd ^ay the griefs, the joys, 
Just hinted in this mimic page, 

The triumphs and defeats of boys, 

Are but repeated in our age, 

I'd say, your woes were not less keen, 
Your hopes more vain, than those of men 
Your pang- or pleasures of fifteen. 

At forty-five played o’er again. 

I*d say, we suffer and we strive 
Not less nor more as men than boys ; 
With grizzled beards at forty-five. 

As erst at twelve, in cordurt^s. 
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And if, in time of sacred youth, 

We learned at home to love and pray. 

Pray Heaven, that early love and truth 
May never wholly pass away. 

And in the world, as in the school, 

T*d say, how fate may change and shift ; 

The prize lie sometimes with the fool. 

The race not always to the swift. 

The strong may yield, the good may fall. 

The great man l>c a vulgar clown, 

Tlio knave be lifted over all, 

'J'hc kind cast pitilessly down. 

Who know's the inscrutable design ? 

IMcssed be He who took and gave: 

Wliy should your mother, C'hailes, not mine, 
He weeping at her darling's grave ? * 

We bow to Heaven that will’d it so, 

'rhat darkly rules the fate of all, 

That sends the respite or the blow% 

That's free to give or to recall. 

This crowns his feast w'ilh wane and wit : 
Who brought him to that mirth and state? 
His betters, see, below him sit, 

Or hunger hopeless at the gate. 

Who bade the mud fiom Dives's wheel 
To spurn the rags of I.a2arus ? 

Come, brother, in that dust W’e'll kneel, 
Confessing Heaven that ruled it thus. 

So each shall mourn in life's advance, 

I )ear hopes, dear friends, untimely killed ; 
Shall grieve for many a forfeit chance, 

A longing passion unfulfilled. 

” C B., ob. Dec. 1643, 43 * 
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Amen : whatever Fate be sent, — 

Pray God the heart may kindly glow, 
Although the head with cares be bent, 

And whitened with the winter snow. 

Come wealth or want, come good or ill. 
Let young and old accept their part, 

And bow before the Awful Will, 

And boar it with an honest heart. 

Who misses, or who wins the prize? 

Go. lose or conquer as you can : 

But if you fail, or if you rise. 

Be each, pray God, a gentleman, 

A gentleman, or old or young 
(Bear kindly with my humble lays) : 

The sacred chorus first w^as sung 
Ujxin the first of Christmas-days. 

The shepherds heard it overhead — 

Tlie joyful angels raised it then : 

Glory to Heaven on high, it said, 

And peace on earth to gentle men. 

My song, .save this, is little worth ; 

1 lay the weary pen aside. 

^nd wish you health, and love, and mirth. 
As fits the solemn Christmas tide. 

As fits the holy Christmas birth, 

Be this, good fnends, our carol still — 

Be peace on earth, be peace on earth, 

To men o* gentle will. 


END OF **DR. BIRCH AND HIS YOUNG FRIENDS.'' 
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CH*\PTER I. 

The Overture — Commencement of the Business* 

W ELL-BELOVED novel-readers and gentle patronesses 
of romance, assuredly it has often occurred to every 
one of you, that the books we delight in have very unsatis- 
factory conclusions, and end quite prematurely with page 
320 of the third volume. At that epoch of the history it is 
well known that the hero is seldom more than thirty years 
old, and the heroine by consequence some seven or eight 
years younger ; and I would ask any of you whether it is 
fair to suppose that people after the above age have nothing 
worthy of note in their lives, and cease to exist as they drive 
away from St George’s, Hanover Square ? You, dear young 
ladies, who get ynur knowledge of life from the circulating 
library, may be led to imai^ne that when the marriage 
business is done, and Emilia is whisked off in the new 
travelling-carriage, by the side of the enraptured Earl; or 
Belinda, breaking away from the tearful embraces of her 
excellent mother, dries her own lovely eyes upon the throb- 
bing waistcoat of her bridegroom — yon may be apt, I say, to 
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suppose that all is over then ; that Emilia and the Earl are 
going to be happy for the rest of their lives in his lordship’s 
romantic castle in the North, and Belinda and her young 
clergyman to enjoy uninterrupted bliss in their rose-trellised 
parsonage in the West of England: but some there be 
among the novel -reading classes— old experienced folks — 
who know better than this. Some there be who have been 
niarried, and found that they have still something to see and 
to do, and to suffer mayhap; and that adventures, and 
pains, and pleasures, and taxes, and sunrises and settings, 
and the business and joys and griefs of life go on after, as 
before, the nuptial ceremony. 

Therefore, I say, it is an unfair advantage which the 
novelist lakes of hero and heroine, as of his inexperienced 
reader, to say good-bye to the two former, as soon as ever 
they are made husband and wife ; and I have often wished 
that additions should be made to all w'orks of fiction which 
have been brought to abrupt terminations in the manner 
described ; and that we .should hear what occurs to the 
sober married man, as well as to the ardent bachelor ; to 
the matron, as w'cll as to the blushing spinster. And in this 
respect I admire (and would desire to imitate) the noble and 
prolific Etench author, Alexandre Dumas, who carries his 
heroes from early youth dowm to the most venerable old 
age ; and docs not let them rest until they are so old, that 
It is full time the jX)or fellows should get a little peace and 
qtiiet. A hero is much too valuable a gentleman to be put 
upon the retired list in the prime and vigour of his youth ; 
and I wish to know what lady among us would like to be 
put on the shelf, and thought no longer interesting, because 
she has a family growing up, and is four or five and thirty 
years of age? I have known ladies at sixty with hearts as 
tender and ideas as romantic as any young misses of six- 
teen. Let us have middle-aged novels then, as well as your 
extrcnjcly juvenile legends : let the young ones be warned 
that the old folks have a right to be interesting : and that a 
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lady may continue to have a heart, although she is some- 
what stouter than she was when a schoolgirl, and a man bis 
feelings, although he gets his hair from Trucfitt's, 

I Thus I would desire that the biographies of many of our 
most illustrious personages of romance should be continued 
by htting hands, and that they should be heard of, until at 
least a decent age. — Ixrak at Mr. James's heroes: they 
invariably marry young. Look at Mr. Dickens's : they dis- 
appear from the scene when they are mere chits. I trust 
these authors, who are still alive, will see the propriety of 
telling us something more about people in whom we took a 
considerable interest, and who must be at present strong 
and hearty, and in the full vigour of health and intellect. 
And in tlie tales of the great Sir Walter (may honour be to 
his name), I am sure there are a number of people who arc 
untimely carried away from us, and of whom we ought to 
hear more. 

My dear Rebecca, daughter of Isaac of York, has always, 
in my mind, been one of thtse ; nor can I ever believe that 
such a woman, so admirable, so tender, so heroic, so beauti- 
ful, could disappear altogether before such another woman 
as Rowena, that vapid flaxcn-hcaded creature, who is, m my 
humble opinion, unworthy of Ivanhoe, and unworthy of her 
place as heroine. Had both of them got their rights, it ever 
seemed to me that Rebecca would have had the husband, 
and Rowena would have gone off to a convent and shut her- 
self up, where I, for one, would never have taken the trouble 
of inquiring for her. 

But after all she married Ivanhoe. What is to be done ? 
There is no help for it. There it is in black and white at 
the end of Ih .* third volume of Sir Walter Scott's chronicle, 
that the couple were joined together in matrimony. And must 
the Disinherited Knight, whose blood has been fired by the 
suns of Palestine, and whose heart has been warmed in the 
company of the tender and beautiful Rebecca, sit down 
contented for life by the side of such a frigid piece of 
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propriety as that icy, faultless, prim, niminy-piminy Rowena? 
Forbid it, fate ; forbid it, poetical justice J There is a simple 
plan for setting matters right, and giving all parties their 
due, which is here submitted to the novel-reader. Ivanhoc’s 
history must have had a continuation : and it is this which 
ensues. I may be wrong in some particulars of the narrative, 
— as what writer will not be? — but of the main incidents of 
the history, I have in my own mind no sort of doubt, and 
confidently submit them to that generous public which likes 
to see virtue righted, true love rewanlcd, and the brilliant 
Fairy descend out of the blazing chariot at the end of the 
pantomime, and make Harlequin and Columbine happy. 
What, if reality be not so, gentlemen and ladies ; and if, 
after dancing a variety of jigs and antics, and jumping in 
and out of endless trap-doors anti windows, through life’s 
shifting scenes, no fairy comes down to make us comfortable 
at the close of the performance ? Ah ! let us give our honest 
novel-folks the benefit of their position, and not be envious 
of their good luck. 

No person who has read the preceding volumes of this 
history, as the famous chronicler of Abbotsford has recorded 
them, can doubt for a moment what was the result of the 
marriage between Sir Wilfrid of Ivanhoe and Lady Rowena, 
'ITiose who have marked her conduct during her maidenhood, 
her distinguished politeness, her spotless modesty of de- 
meanour, her unalterable coolness under all circumstances, 
and lier lofty and gentlewomanlike bearing, must be sure 
that her married conduct would equal her spinster behaviour, 
and that Rowena the wife would be a pattern of correctness 
for all the matrons of England. 

Such was the fact. For miles around Rotherwood her 
character for piety was known. Her castle was a rendezvous 
for all the clergy and monks of the district, whom she fed 
with the richest viands, while she pinched herself upon pulse 
and water. There was not an invalid in the three Ridings, 
Saxon or Norman, but the palfrey of the Lady Rowena 
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might be seen journeying to his door, in company with 
Father Glauber, her almoner, and Brother Thomas of 
Epsom, her leech. She lighted up all the churches in York- 
shire with wax-candles, the offerings of her piety. The 
bells of her chapel began to ring at two o’clock in the 
morning ; and all the domestics of Rotherwood were called 
upon to attend at matins, at compline, at nones, at vespers, 
and at sermon. I need not say that fasting was observed 
with all the rigours of the Church ; and that those of the 
servants of the Lady Rowena were looked upon with most 
favour whose hair-shirts were the roughest, and who flagel- 
lated tlicmselves with the most becoming perseverance. 



Whether it was that this discipline cleared poor Wamba’s 
wits or cooled his humour, it is certain that he became the 
most melancholy fool in England, and if ever he ventured 
upon a pun to the shuddering poor servitors, who were 
mumbling their dry crusts below the salt, it was such a faint 
and stale joke ihat nobody dared to laugh at the innuendoes 
of the unfortunate wag, and a sickly smile was the best 
applause he could muster. Once, indeed, when Guffo, the 
goose-boy (a half-witted poor wretch), laughed outright at a 
lamentably stale pun which Wamba palmed upon him at 
supper-time (it was dark, and the torches being brought 
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in, Wamba said, “Guffo, they can’t sec their way in the 
argument, and are going to throw a little light vpon the 
subject")^ the Lady Rowena, being disturbed in a theologi- 
cal controversy with Father Willibald (afterwards canonised 
as St. Willibald, of Bareacres, hermit and confessor), called 
out to know what was the cause of the unseemly interrup- 
tion, and Guffo and Wamba being pointed out as the 
culprits, ordered them straightway into the courtyard, and 
three dozen to be administered to each of them. 

“ I you out of Front-de-Hopiifs castle,” said poor 
Wamb.i piteously, appealing to Sir W ilfrid of I vanhoe, ' ' and 
canst thou not save me from the lash?” 

“Yes, from Front-de-Ramfs castle, where you were locked 
7// with the /ezvess ift the tower!" said Rowena, haughtily 
replying to the timid appeal of her husband. “ Gurth, gave 
him four dozen ! ” 

And this was all poor Wamba got by applying for the 
mediation of his master. 

In fact, Rowena knew her own dignity so well as a 
princess of the Royal blood of England, that Sir Wilfrid of 
Ivanhoe, her consort, could scarcely call his life his own, 
and was made, in all things, to feel the inferiority of his 
st.ation. And which of us is there acquainted with the sex 
that has not remarked this propensity in lovely w'oman, and 
how often the wisest in the council are made to be as fools 
at her l>oard, and the boldest in the battle-field arc craven 
when facing her distaff? 

“ Where you were locked up with the Jewess in the ttnverj 
was a remark, too, of w'hich Wilfrid keenly felt, and per- 
haps the reader will understand, the significancy. When 
the daughter of Isaac of York brought her diamonds and 
rubies — tlie poor gentle victim ! — and, meekly laying them 
at the feet of the conquering Rowena, departed into foreign 
lands to tend the sick of her people, and to brood over the 
bootless passion which consumed her own pure heart, one 
would have thought that the heart of the Royal lady would 
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have melted before such beauty and humility, and that she 
would have been generous in the moment of her victory. 

But did you ever know a right-minded woman pardon 
another for being handsome and nlore love-worthy tlian 
herself? The Lady Ro\^ena did certainly say w'ith mighty 
magnanimity to the Jewish maiden, *'Come and live with 
me as a sister,” as the former part of this history show's ; 
but Rebecca knew in her heart that her Ladyship's proposi- 
tion was what is called bosk (in that noble Eastern language 
with which Wilfrid the Crusader was familiar), or fudge, 
in plain Saxon ; and retired with a broken gentle spirit, 
neither able to bear the sight of her rival’s happiness, nor 
willing to disturb it by the contrast of her own wretchedness, 
Rowena, like the most high-bred and virtuous of women, 
never forgave Isaac's daughter her beauty, nor her flirtation 
with Wilfrid (as the Saxon lady chose to term it) ; nor, 
above all, her admirable diamonds and jewels, although 
Rowena was actually in possession of them. 

In a word, she was alw'ays flinging Rebecca into Ivanhoe’s 
teeth. There was not a day in his life but that unhappy 
warrior was made to remember that a Hebrew damsel had 
been in love with him, and that a Christian lady of fashion 
could never forgive the insult. For instance, if Gurth, llie 
swine-herd, who was now’ promoted to be a gamekeeper 
and verdcrer, brought the account of a famous wild-boar 
in the wood, and proposed a hunt, Rowena would say, 
^*Do, Sir Wilfrid, persecute these poor pigs: you know 
your friends the Jews can't abide them ! ” Or when, as it 
oft would happen, our lion-hearted monarch, Richard, in 
order to get a loan or a benevolence from the Jews, would 
roast a few of the Hebrew capitalists, or extract some of 
the principal rabbis* teeth, Rowena would exult and say, 
"Serve them right, the misbelieving wretches! England 
can never be a happy country until every one of these 
monsters is exterminated ! "—or else, adopting a strain of 
Still more savage sarcasm, would exclaim, "Ivanhoc 
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dear, more persecution for the Jews ! Hadn't you better 
interfere, my love? His Majesty would do anything for 
you ; and, you know, the Jews were always such favourites 
of yours," or words to that effect. But, nevertheless, her 
Ladyship never lost an opportunity of wearing Rebecca's 
jewels at Court, whenever the Queen held a drawing-room ; 
or at the York assizes and ball, when .she appeared there : 
not of course because she took any interest in such things, 
but because she considered it her duty to attend, as one of 
the chief ladies t^f the county. 

Thus Sir Wilfrid of Ivanhoe, having attained the height 
of his wishes, was, like many a man when he has reached 
that dangerous elevation, disappointed. Ah, dear friends, 
it is but too often so in life ! Many a garden, seen from 
a distance, looks fresh and green, which, when lieheld 
cIo.scly, is dismal and weedy ; the shady walks melancholy 
and gra.ss-grown ; the bowers you would fain repose in, 
cushioned with stinging-nettles. I have ridden in a caique 
upon the waters of the Bosphorus, and looked upon the 
capital of the Soldan of Turkey. As seen from those blue 
waters, with palace and [linnacle, with gilded dome and 
towering cypress, it seemeth a very Paradise of Mahound : 
but, enter the city, and it is but a beggarly labyrinth of rickety 
huts and dirty alleys, where the w ays are steep and the smells 
are foul, tenanted by mangy dogs and ragged beggars— - 
a dismal illusion ! Life is such, ah, w'ell-a-day ! It is only 
hope which is real, and reality is a bitterness and a deceit. 

Perhaps a man with Ivanhoe’s high principles would never 
bring himself to acknowledge this fact ; but others did for 
him. He grew thin, and pined away as much as if he had 
been in a fever under the scorching sun of Ascalon. He 
had no appetite for his meals ; he slept ill, though he was 
yawning all day. The jangling of the doctors and friars 
whom Kowena brought together did not in the least enliven 
liim, and he would sometimes give proofs of somnolency 
<|uring their disputes, greatly to the consternation of bis 
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lady. He hunted a good deal, and, I very much fear, as 
Rowcna rightly remarked, that he might have an excuse 
for being absent from home. • He began to like wine, too, 
who bad been as sober as a hermit; and when he came 
back from Athelstane's (whither he would repair not unfre- 
quently), the unsteadiness of his gait and the unnatural 
brilliancy of his eye were remarked by his lady : who, you 
may be sure, was sitting up for him. As for Athelstane, 
he swore by St. Wulfstan that he was glad to have escaped 
a marriage with such a pattern of propriety; and honest 
Cedric the Saxon (who had been very speedily driven out 
of his daughter-in-law's castle) vowed by St, Waltheof that 
his son had bought a dear bargain. 

So Sir Wilfrid of Ivanhoe became almost as tired of 
England as his Royal master Richard was (who always 
quitted the country when he had squeezed from his loyal 
nobles, commons, clergy, and Jews, all the money which 
he could get), and when the lion-hearted Prince l)egan to 
make war again.st the French King, in Normandy and 
Guienne, Sir Wilfrid pined hke a true servant to be in the 
company of the good champion, alongside of whom he had 
shivered so many lances, and dealt such woundy blows of 
sword and battle-axe on the plains of Jaffa or the breaches 
of Acre. Travellers were welcome at Rotherwood that 
brought news from the camp of the good King : and I 
warrant me that the knight listened with all his might when 
Father Drono, the chaplain, read in the SL James's Chrony- 
kyll (which was the paper of news he of Ivanhoe took in) of 
"another glorious triumph" — "Defeat of the French near 
Blois" — "Splendid victory at Eptc, and narrow escape of 
the French King : '* the which deeds of arms the learned 
scribes had to narrate. 

However such tales might excite him during the reading, 
they left the Knight of Ivanhoe only the more melancholy 
after listening : and the more moody as be sat in his great 
hall silently draining his Gascony wine. Silently sat be anc^ 
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looked at his coats-of-mail hanging vacant on the wall^his 
banner covered with spider-webs, and his sword and axe 
rusting there. “ Ah, dear axe," sighed he (into his drinking- 
horn) — "ah, gentle steel I that was a merry time when 1 
sent thee crashing into the pate of the Kmir Abdul Melik 
as he rode on the right of Saladin. Ah, my sword, niy 
dainty headsman 1 my sweet spht-rib I niy razor of infidel 
l)eardb ! is the rust to eat thine edge off, and am I never 
more to wield thee in battle? What is the use of a shield 
on a wall, or a lance that has a cobweb for a pennon? 
O Richard, my good king, would I could hear once more 
thy voice in tlie front of the onset ! Bones of Brian the 
Templar 1 would ye could rise from ytmr grave at Temple- 
stowe, and that we might break another spear for honour 
and — and" 

"And Rebecca,'* he would have said; but the knight 
paused here in rather a guilty panic : and her Royal High- 
ness the Princess Rowena (as she chose to style herself at 
home) looked so hard at him out of her china-blue eyes, 
that Sir Wilfrid fell as if she were reading his thoughts, and 
was fain to drop his own eyes into his flagon. 

In a word, his life was intolerable. The dinner-hour of 
the twelfth centur)', it is known, was very early ; in fact, 
people dined at ten o'clock in the morning ; and after dinner 
Rowena sat mum under her canopy, embroidered with the 
arms of JCdward the Confessor, working with her maidens 
at the most hideous pieces of tapestry, representing the 
tortures and martyrdoms of her favourite saints, and not 
allowing a soul to speak above his breath, except when she 
chose to cry out in her owm shrill voice when a handmaid 
made a wrong stitch, or let fall a ball of worsted. It vras a 
dreary life. Wamba, we have said, never ventured to crack 
a joke, save in a whisper, when he was ten miles from home ; 
and then Sir Wilfrid Ivanhoe was too weary and blue- 
devilled to laugh ; but hunted in silence, moodily bringing 
^wn deer and wild-boar with shaft and quarrel. 
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Then he besought Robin of Huntingdon, the jolly outlaw, 
nathless, to join him, and go to the help of their fair sire 
King Richard, with a score or two of lances. But the Farl 
of Huntingdon was a very different character from Robin 
Hood the forester. There was no more conscientious magis- 
trate in all the county than his Lordship: he was never 
known to miss church or quarter-sessions; he was the 
strictest game-proprietor in all the Riding, and sent scores 
of poachers to Botany Bay. “A man who has a stake in 
the country, my good Sir Wilfrid,*' Lord Huntingdon said, 
with rather a patronising air (his Lordship had grown 
immensely fat since the King had taken him into grace, and 
required a horse as strong as an elephant to mount him) — 
"a man with a stake in the country ought to stay in the 
country. Property has its duties as well as its privileges, 
and a person of my rank is bound to live on the land from 
which he gets his living.” 

*'Amen!” sang out the Reverend — Tuck, his Lord- 
ship's domestic chaplain, who had also grown as sleek as the 
Abbot of Jorvaulx, who was as prim as a lady in his dress, 
wore bergamot in his handkerchief, and had his poll shaved 
and his beard curled every day. And so sanctified was his 
reverence grown, that he thought it was a shame to kill the 
pretty deer (though he ate of them still hugely, lx)th in 
pasties and with French beans and currant-jelly), and being 
shown a quarter-staff upon a certain occasion, handled it 
curiously, and asked “ what that ugly great stick was?" 

Lady Huntingdon, late Maid Marian, had still some of 
her old fun and spirits, and poor Ivanhoe begged and 
prayed that she would come and stay at Rotherwood occa- 
sionally, and ^gayer the general dulness of that castle. But 
her Ladyship said that Rowena gave herself such airs, and 
bored her so intolerably with stories of King Edward the 
Confessor, that she preferred any place rather than Rother- 
wood, which was as dull as if it had been at the top of 
Mount Atbos. « 



REBECCA AND ROWENA. 


138 

The only person who visited it was Athelstane. *' His 
Royal Highness the Prince” Rowena of course called him, 
whom the lady received with Royal honours. She had the 
guns fired, and the footmen turned out with presented amis 
when he arrived ; helped him to all Ivanhoe’s favourite cuts 
of the mutton or tiic turkey, and forced her poor husband to 
light him to the state bedroom, walking backwards, holding 
a pair of wax-candles. At this hour of bed-time the Thane 
used to be m such a condition, that he saw two pair of 
candles and two Ivanhocrs reeling before him. Let us hope 
it was not Ivanhoc that was reeling, but only his kinsman's 
brains muddled with the quantities of drink which it was his 
daily custom to consume. Rowena said it was the crack 
which the wicked Bois Guilbert, " the Jew'ess's other lover, 
Wilfrid my dear,” gave him on his Royal skull, which 
caused the Prince to be disturbed so easily ; but added, that 
drinking iDccame a iierson of Royal blood, and was but one 
of the duties of his station. 

Sir Wilfrid of Ivanhoe saw it would be of no avail to ask 
this man to be^ir him company on his projected tour abroad ; 
but still he himself was every day more and more bent upon 
going, and he long cast about for some means of breaking 
to his Rowena his fimi resolution to join the King. He 
thought she would certainly fall ill if he communicated the 
news too abruptly to her : he would pretend a journey to 
York to attend a grand jury ; then a call to London on Uiw 
business or to buy stock ; then he would slip over to Calais 
by the packet, by degrees as it were ; and so be with the 
King Ixjfore his wife knew that he was out of sight of 
Westminster Hall. 

Suppose your honour says you are going as your honour 
would say Do ! to a goose, plump, short, and to the point,” 
said Wamba the Jester — who was Sir Wilfrid’s chief coun- 
sellor and attendant — ‘ * depend on’t her Highness would bear 
the newTS like a Christian woman.” 

^ ** Tush, malapert I I will give thee the strap/' said Sir 
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Wilfrid, in a fine tone of high-tragedy indignation. Thou 
knowest not the delicacy of the nerves of high-born ladies. 
An she faint not, write me down Hollander." 

I will wager my bauble against an Irish billet of exchange 
that she will let your honour go off readily: that is, if 
you press not the matter too strongly,” Wamba answered, 
knowingly. And this Ivanhoe found to his discomfiture : 
for one morning at breakfast, adopting a as he 

sipped his tea, he said, ‘‘ My love, I was thinking of going 
over to pay His Majesty a visit in Normandy.” Upon 
which, laying down her muffin (which since the Royal Alfred 
baked those cakes, had been the chosen breakfast cate of 
noble Anglo-Saxons, and which a kneeling page tendered 
to her on a salver, chased by the Florentine, Benvenuto 
Cellini) — ” When do you think of going, Wilfrid my dear?'* 
the lady said ; and the moment the tea-things were removed, 
and the tables and their trestles put away, she set about 
mending his linen, and getting ready his carpet-bag. 

So Sir Wilfrid was as disgusted at her readiness to part 
with him as he had Ix'cn weary of slaying at home, which 
caused Wamba the Fool to say, *' Marry, gossip, thou art 
like the man on ship board, who, when the boatswain 
flogged him, did cry out ' Oh ! ’ wherever the rof>e's-end fell 
on him ; which caused Master Boatswain to say, * Plague on 
thee, fellow, and a pize on thee, knave, wherever I hit thee 
there is no pleasing thee.’ ” 

"And truly there are some backs which Fortune is always 
belabouring, ” thought Sir Wilfrid with a groan, "and mine 
is one that is ever sore.” 

So, with a moderate retinue, whereof the knave Wamba 
made one, and a large woollen comforter round his neck, 
which his wife’s own while fingers had woven, Sir Wilfrid of 
Ivanhoe left home to join the King his master. Rowena, 
standing on the steps, poured out a series of prayers and 
blessings, most edifying to hear, as her lord mounted his 
charger, which his squires led to the door. "It was the \ 
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duty of the British female of rank,’* she said, “to suffer all 
— all in the cause of her sovereign. She would not fear 
loneliness during the campaign ; she would bear up against 
widowhood, desertion, and an unprotected situation." 

"My cousin Athclstane will protect thee," said Ivanhoe, 
with profound emotion, as the tears trickled down his 
basenet ; and bestowing a chaste salute upon the stcchclad 
warrior, Rowena modestly said " she ho{>ed his Highness 
would so kind." 

Then Ivanhoe's trumpet blew; then Rowena waved her 
pocket-handkerchief : then the household gave a shout ; then 
the pursuivant of the good knight, Sir Wilfrid the Crusader, 
flung out his banner (which was argent, a gules cramoisy 
with three Mvxirs impaled sable) ; then Wamba gave a lash 
on his mule's haunch, and Ivanhoe, heaving a great sigh, 
turned the tail of his war-horse upon the castle of his fathers. 

As they rode along the forest, they met Athelstane the 
Thane pounding along the road in the direction of Rother- 
wood on his great dray-horse of a charger. "Good-bye, 
good luck to you, old brick," cried the Prince/ using the 
vernacular Saxon. "Pitch into those Frenchmen; give it 
’t;m over the face and eyes ; and I'll stop at home and take 
care of Mrs. I." 

"Thank you, kinsman,” said Ivanhoe — looking, however, 
not particularly well pleased ; and the chiefs shaking hands, 
the train of each took its different w^ay — Alhelstane’s to 
Rothenvood, Ivanhoe’s towards his place of embarkation. 

The poor knight had his wish, and yet his face was a yard 
long and as yellow as a lawyer’s parchment ; and having 
longed to quit home any time these three years past, he 
found himself envying Athelstane, because, forsooth, he was 
going to Rotherwood : which symptoms of discontent being 
observed by the witless Wamba, caused that absurd mad- 
man to bring his rebeck over his shoulder from his back, 
and to sing— 
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“ATRA CURA. 

Before I lost my five poor wltSi 
1 mind me of a RmnUh clerk, 

Who sang how Care, the phantom dark. 

Beside the belted horseman sits. ^ 

Methought I saw the j^riesly sprite 
Jump up but now behind my Iwight.** 

"Perhaps thou didst, knave,” said Ivanhoe, looking over 
bis shoulder ; and the knave went on with his jingle : — 

“And though he ^llop as he may, 

I mark that cursed monster black 
Still .sits behind his honour's back, 

Tight sqtiee2ing of his heart alway. 

Like two black Templars sit they there. 

Beside one emptier, Knight and Care. 

“No knight am I with pennoned spear. 

To prance upon a bold destrerc : 

I will not ha\e black C'arc prevail 
Upon my long>eared charpr’s tail ; 

For lo, 1 am a witless fool. 

And laugh at Grief and ride a mute.” 

And his bells rattled its he kicked his mule’s sides. 

“Silence, foolt" said Sir Wilfrid of Ivanhoc, in a voice 
both majestic and wrathful. " If thou knowest not care 
and grief, it is because thou knowest not love, whereof they 
are the companions. Who can love without an anxious 
heart ? How shall there be joy at meeting, without tears at 
parting? ” ('* I did not see that his honour or my Lady shed 
many anon,” thought Wamba the Fool ; but he was only a 
xany, and his mind was not right.) '* 1 would not exchange 
my very sorrows for thine indifference,” the knight continued. 
“Where there is a sun, there must be a shadow. If the 
shadow offend mo, shall 1 put out my eyes and live in the 
dark ? No ! I am content with my fate, even such as it is. 
The care of which thou speakest, hard though it may vex 
him, never yet rode down an honest man. I can bear him 
on my shoulders, and make my way through the world’s 
press in spite of him ; for my arm is strong, and my swofd 
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is keen, and my shjcld has no stain on it ; and ray heart, 
though it is sad, knows no guile." And here, taking a 
locket out of his waistcoat (which was made of chain-mail), 
the knight kissed the token, put it back under the waistcoat 
again, heaved a profound sigh, and stuck spurs into his 
horse. 

As for Wamba, he was munching a black pudding whilst 
Sir Wilfrid was making the above speech (which implied 
sonic secret grief on the knight's part that must have been 
perfectly unintelligible to the fool), and so did not listen 
to a single word of Ivanhoe's pomjxjus remarks. They 
travelled on by slow stages through the whole kingdom, 
until they came to Dover, whence they took shipping for 
Calais. And in this little voyage, being exceedingly .sea- 
sick, and besides elated at the thought of mtieting his sove- 
reign, the good knight cast away that profound melancholy 
which had accompanied him during the whole of his land 
journey. 


CHAPTER II. 

The Liist Days of the Lion, 

From Calais Sir Wilfrid of Ivanhoe took the diligence across 
country to Limoges, sending on (iurth, his squire, with the 
horses and the rest of his attendants : with the exception of 
Wnrnba, who travelled not only as the knight’s fool, but as 
his valet, and who, perched on the roof of the carriage, 
amused himself by blowing tunes upon the conducteuf^s 
1^'rench horn. The good King Richard was, as Ivanhoe 
learned, in the Limousin, encamped befo’*c a little place 
called Chalus ; the lord whereof, though a vassal of the 
King's, was holding the castle against his sovereign with a 
resolution and valour which caused a great fury and annoy- 
ance on the part of the Monarch with the Lion Heart. For 
brave and magnanimous as he was, the IJon-hearted one 
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did not love to be balked any more than another; and, 
like the Royal animal whom he was said to resemble, ho 
commonly tore his adversary to pieces, and then, perchance, 
had leisure to think how brave the latter had been. The 
Count of Chalus had found, it was said, a pot of money . 
the Royal Richard wanted it. As the Count denied that hr 
had it, why did he not open the gates of his castle at once ? 
It was a clear proof that he was guilty ; and the King was 
determined to punish this rebel, and have his money and his 
life too. 

He had naturally brought no breaching guns with him, 
because those instruments were not yet invented ; and 
thougli he had assaulted the place a score of times with the 
utmost fury, His Majesty had btu'n l^aten back on ever)' 
occasion, until he was so savage that it was dangerous to 
approach the British Lion. 7'hc Lion's wife, the lovely 
Berengaria, scarcely ventured to come near him. He flung 
the Joint-stools in his tent at the heads of the officers of 
State, and kicked his aides-de-camp round his pavilion; 
and, in fact, a maid of honour, who brought a sack-posset 
in to His Majesty from the Queen, after he came in from 
the assault, came spinning like a football out of the Royal 
tent just as Ivanhoc entered it. 

“ Send me my drum-major to flog that woman ! ” roared 
out the infuriate King. **By the bones of Saint Barnabas 
she has burned the sack 1 By St. Wittikind, I will have her 
flayed alive. Ha, Saint George ! ha, Saint Richard I whom 
have we here?” And he lifted up his denii-culverin, or 
curtal-axe — a weapon weighing about thirteen hundred- 
weight — and was about to fling it at the intruder’s head, 
when the latter, Kneeling gracefully on one knee, Siiid calmly, 
** It is I, my good liege, Wilfrid of Ivanhoe.” 

“ What, Wilfrid of Tcmplestowe, Wilfrid the married 
man, Wilfrid the henpecked I " cried the King with a sudden 
burst of good-humour, flinging away the culvcrin from him, 
as though it had been a reed (it lighted three hundred yards ^ 
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off, on the foot of Hugo de Bunyon, who was smoking a cigar 
at the door of his tent, and caused that redoubted warrior to 
limp for some days aiier). “What, Wilfrid my gossip? 
Art come to sec the lion's den ? There arc bones in it, man, 
bones and carcasses, and the lion is angry/' said the King, 
with a terrific glare of his eyes. “ But tush ! we will talk of 
that anon. TIo! bring two i^llons of hypocras for the 
King and the good knight Wilfrid of Ivanhoe. Thou art 
come in time, Wilfrid ; for, by Saint Richard and Saint 
George, we will give a grand assault to-morrow. There 
will be bones broken, ha ! *’ 

“ I care not, my liege," said Ivanhoe, pledging the 
sovereign respectfully, and tossing off the whole contents of 
the liowl of hypocras to his Highness’s good health. And 
he at once appeared to be taken into high favour; not a 
little to the envy of many of the persons surrounding the 
King. 

As His Majesty said, there was fighting and feasting in 
plenty before Chains. Day after day, the besiegers made 
assaults upon the castle, but it was held so stoutly by the 
C^oiint of Chains and his gallant garrison, that each afternoon 
beheld the attacking- parties returning disconsolately to their 
tents, leaving behind them many of their own slain, and 
bringing bjick with them store of broken heads and maimed 
limbs, received in the unsuccessful onset. The valour dis- 
played by Ivanhoe in all these contests was prodigious ; and 
the way in which he escaped death from the discharges of 
mangonch?, catapults, battering-rams, twenty-four-poundcrs, 
boiling oil, and other artillery, with which the besieged 
received their enemies, was remarkable. After a day's 
fighting. Gurth and Wamba used to pick the arrows out of 
their intrepid master's coat-of-mail, as if they had been so 
many almonds in a pudding. 'Twas W'ell for the good 
knight, that under his first coat-of-armour he wore a choice 
suit of Toledan steel, perfectly impervious to arrow-shots, 
and given to him by a certain Jew, named Isaac of York, to 
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whom be had done some considerable services a few years 
back. 

If King Richard had not been in such a rage at the 
repeated failures of his attacks upon the castle, that all sense 
of justice was blinded in the lion-hearted monarch, he would 
have been the first to acknowledge the valour of Sir Wilfrid 
of Ivanhoe, and would have given him a Peerage and the 
Grand Cross of the Bath at least a dozen times in tlie course 
of the siege : for Ivanhoe led more than a dozen slorming- 
parties, and with his own hand killed as many men (viz., two 
thousand three hundred and fifty-one) within six, as were 
slain by the lion-hearted monarch himself. But His Majesty 
was rather disgusted than pleased by bis faithful servant's 
prowess ; and all the courtiers, who hated Ivanhoe for his 
superior valour and dexterity (for he would kill you off a 
couple of hundred of them of Chalus, whilst the strongest 
champions of the King’s host could not finish more than 
their two dozen of a day), poisoned the Royal mind against 
Sir Wilfrid, and made the King look upon his feats of arms 
with an evil eye. Roger dc Backbite snceringly told the 
King that Sir Wilfrid had offered to bet an equal bet that 
he would kill more men than Richard himself in the next 
assault : Peter de Toadhole said that Ivanhoe stated every- 
where, that His Majesty was not the man he used to be ; 
that pleasures and drink had enervated him ; that he could 
neither ride, nor strike a blow with sword or axe, as he had 
been enabled to do in the old times in Palestine ; and finally, 
in the twenty-fifth assault, in which they had very nearly 
carried the place, and in which onset Ivanhoe slew seven, 
and Ills Majesty six. of the sons of the Count de Chains, its 
defender, Ivanhi^e almost did for himself, by planting his 
banner before the King's upon the wall ; and only rescued 
himself from utter disgrace by saving His Majesty's life 
several times in the course of this most desperate onslaught. 

Then the luckless knight's very virtues (as, no doubt, my 
respected readers know) made him enemies amongst the^ 
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men — nor was Tvanhoe liked by the women frequenting the 
camp of the gay King Richard. His young Queen, and a 
brilliant court of ladies, attended the pleasure-loving monarch. 
His Majesty would transact business in the morning, then 
fight sever(‘ly from after breakfast till about three o'clock in 
the afternofjn ; from which time, until after midnight, there 
was nothing but jigging and singing, feasting and revelry, in 
the Royal tents. Ivanhoe, who was asked as a matter of 
ceremony, and forced to attend these entertainments, not 
caring about the blandishments of anv of the ladies present, 
looked on at their ogling and dancitJg with a countenance 
as glum as an undertaker's, and was a fX'rfect wet-blanket 
in the midst of the festivities. His favourite resort and con- 
versation were with a remarkably austere hermit, who lived 
in the neighbourliood of Chalus, and with whom Ivanhoe 
loved to talk alwut Palestine, and the Jew's, and other grave 
matters of import, Ix'tter than to mingle in the gayest amuse- 
ments of the Court of King Richard. Many a night, when 
llie Queen and the ladies were dancing quadrilles and polkas 
(in which His Majesty, who was enormously stout as well as 
tall, insisted upon figuring, and in which he was about as 
graceful as ark elephant dancing a hornpipe), Ivanhoe would 
steal away from the ball, and come and have a night's chat 
under the moon with his reverend friend. It pained him to 
sec a man of the Kmg’.s age and size dancing about with 
the young folks. 'Ibey laughed at His Majesty whilst they 
flattered him : the pages and maids of honour mimicked the 
Royal mountebank almost to his face ; and, if Ivanhoe ever 
could have laughed, he certainly would one night, when the 
King, in light-blue satin inexpressibles, with his hair in 
powder, chose to dance the minuet de la cour with the little 
Queen Berengaria. 

Then, after dancing, His Majesty must needs order a 
guitar, and begin to sing. He was said to compose his own 
songs— words and music — but those who have read Lord 
^ Campolxillo’s "Lives of the Ixjrd Chancellors," are aware 
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that there was a person by the name of Blondel, who, in 
fact, did all the musical part of the King’s performances ; 
and as for the words, when a King writes verses, we may Ije 
sure there will be plenty of ly'ople to admire his poetry* 
His Majesty would sing you a ballad, of which he had stolen 
every idea, to an air that was ringing on all tlie barrel- 
organs of Christendom, and, turning round to his courtiers, 
would say, “ How do you like that? I dashed it off this 
morning. ” Or, “ Blondel, what do you think of this move- 
ment in B flat ? " or what not ; and the courtiers and Blondel, 
you may Ik* sure, would applaud with all their might, like 
hypocrites as they were. 

One evening— it was the evening of the 27th March, 1199, 
indeed— His Majesty, who was in the musical mood, treated 
the Court with a quantity of his so-called composition, until 
the people were fairly tired of clapping with their hands and 
laughing in their sleeves. First he sang an original air and 
poem, beginning — 

" Cherries nice, cherries nice, nice, come choose, 

Frciih and fair ones, who’ll refuse ? " &c. 

the which he was ready to take his affidavit he had composed 
the day before yesterday. Then he sang an equally original 
heroic melody, of which the chorus was — 

“ Rule Britannia, Britannia rules the sea, 

For Britons never, never, never slaves shall be,” &c. 

The courtiers applauded this song as they did the other, aU 
except Ivanhoc, who sat without changing a muscle of his 
features, until the King questioned him, when the knight 
with a bow said be thought he had heard something very 
like the air and the words elsewhere.” His Majesty scowled 
at him a savage glance from under his red bushy eyebrows ; 
tnit Ivanhoe had saved the Royal life that day, and the 
King, therefoih, with difficulty controlled his indignation. 

“Well,” said he, “by Saint Richard and Saint George, 
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but ye never heard this song, for I composed it this very 
afternoon as I took iny bath after the milie. Did 1 not, 
blondel?’* 

Blondel, of course, was ready to take an affidavit that His 
Majesty had done as he said, and the King, thrumming on 
Ills guitar with his great red fingers and thumbs, began to 
sing out of tunc, and as follows : — 


“COMMANDERS OF THE FAITHFUL. 

“ 'rhe Pope he is a happy man, 

His I^iilace is the Vatican^ 

And there he hits and drains his can I 
Tlie Pope he is a happy man. 

I often say when I’m at home, 

I’d bice to be the Pope of Rome. 

“And then there’s Sultan Saladin, 

That I’urkish Soldan full of sin ; 

He has a hundred wives at least, 
by which his pleasure is increased : 

I've often wished, I hope no sin. 

That I were Sultan Saladin. 

“ But no, the Pope no wife may choose. 
And so I would not wear his shoes ; ^ 

No wine may drink the proud Pajmiin, 
And so I'd rather not be him : 

My wife, my wine, 1 love I hope, 

And would be neither Turk nor Pope." 


*' Encore 1 Encore ! Bravo ! Bis ! ” Everybody applauded 
the King's song with all his might; everybody except 
Ivanhoc, who preserved his abominable gravity ; and when 
asked aloud by Roger de Backbite whether he had heard 
that too, said firmly, “ Yes, Roger de Backbite ; and so hast 
thou if thou darest but tell the truth." • 

*' Now, by Saint Cicely, may I never touch gittern again," 
bawled the King, in a fury, *‘if every note, word, and 
thought be not mine : may 1 die in to-morrow's onslaught if 
the song be not my song. Sing thyself, Wilfrid of the Lon- 
thorn Jaws : thou couldst sing a good song !n old times*" 
And with oU his might, and with a forced laugh, the King, 
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who loved brutal practical jests, flung his guitar at the head 
of Ivanhoe. 

Sir Wilfrid caught it gracefully with one hand, and making 
an elegant bow to the sovereign, began to chant as follows 

“ KING CANUTE. 

“King Canute was wcary-hcartcd ; he had reigned for years a 
score, 

Battling, struggling, pushing, fighting, killing much and robbing 
more, 

And he thought upon his actions, walking by the wild sea-shore. 

“T’wixt the Chancellor and Bishop walked the King with steps 
sedate ; 

Chamberlains and grooms came after, silvensticks and goldsticks 
great ; 

Chaplains, aides-de-camp, and pages, — all the officers of state. 

“ Sliding after like his shadow, pausing when he chose to pau.se, 

If a frown his face contracted, straight the courtiers dropped their 
jaws ; 

If to laugh the King was minded, out they burst in loud hee-haws. 

“But that day a something vexed him, that was clear lo old and 
young : 

Thrice hus Grace had yawned at table, when his favourite gleemen 
sung ; 

Once the Queen would have consoled him, but he bade her hold 
her tongue. 

“^Something ails my gracious master,’ cried the Keeper of the 
&al. ^ ^ r 

* Sure, my Lord, it is the lampreys scrv’cd at dinner, or the veal ?’ 

*Psha!’ exclaimed the angry monarch. ‘Keeper, 'tis not that I 
fecL 

‘“’Tis the heatii and not the dinner, fool, that doth my rest 
impair : 

Can a king be great os I am, prithee, and yet know no care ? 

Oh, I’m sick, and tired, and weary.’ — Some one cried, 'The King's 
arm-chair 1' 

“Then towards the lackeys turning, quick my Lord the Keeper 
nodded. 

Straight the King’s great chair was brought him, by two footmen 
able-bodied ; 

Languidly he sank into it : it was comfortably waddedL 

‘“Leading on my fierce companions,' cried be, 'over storm and 
brine, 

1 have fought and I have conquered 1 Where was glory like to 
mine?’ 

Loudly all the courtiers echoed : * Where is glory like to thine ?' 
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*' * What avail me all my kingdoms? Weary am I now, and old ; 
Those fair sons 1 have begotten, long to sec me dead and cold ; 
Would 1 were, and quiet Tmncd, underneath the silent mould ! 

* Oh, remorse, the writhing serpent ! at my bosom tears and bites; 
Horrid horrid things 1 look on, though I put out all the lights ; 
Ghosts of ghastly rccoileLtions troop about my bed of nights. 

*' ‘ Cities burning, convents bla7ing, red with sacrilegious fires; 
Mother.-, weeping, virgins screaming, vainly for their slaughtered 
sires.’ — 

' Such a tender conscience,* cries the Bishop, ‘ every one admires. 

" ‘ But for such unpleasant bygone.?, cease, my gracious lord, to 
.search, 

They’re forgotten and forgiven by our Holy Mother Church ; 

Never never does slie leave her benefactors in the lurch. 

** * I.ook ! the land is crowned with minsters, which your Grace's 
bounty raised ; 

Abbeys filled with holy men, where you and Heajten are daily 
praised : 

Youy my Lord, to think of dying ? On my conscience I’m amazed I * 

'"Nay, I feel,’ replied King Canute, ‘that my end is drawing 
near.’ 

'Don't .say .so,' exclaimed the courtiers (striving each to squeeze a 
tear). 

‘ Sure your Grace is strong and lusty, and may live this fifty year.' 

" ‘ Live the.se fifty years 1 * the Bishop roared, with actions made to 
suit. 

‘Are ^ou mad, my good lAjrd Keeper, thus to .speak of King 
Canute ! 

Men have lived a thousand years, and sure His Majesty will do’t. 

“ * Adam, Enoch, Lamech, Cainan, Mahaleel, Methu^la, 

Lived nine Imndred years apiece, and mayn c the King as well as 
they ? ’ 

' Fervently,’ exclaimed the Keeper, ‘fervently I trust he may.’ 

“ ‘ //ip to die ?’ resumed the Bishop. ‘ He a mortal like to us f 
Death was not for him intended, though cnmniunis omnibus ; 
Keeper, you are irreligious, for to talk and cavil thus. 

“ ‘ With his wondrous skill in healing ne’er a doctor can compete, 
Loathsome lepers, if he touch them, start up clean upon their feet J 
Surely he could raise the dead up, did his Highness think it meet. 

“ ‘ Did not once the Jewish captain stay the sun upon the hill, 

And, the while he slew the foemen, bid the silver moon stand still? 
So, no doubt, could gracious Canute, if it were his sacred wilL* 

*' ' Might I stay the sun above us, good Sir Bishop ?' Cknute cried ; 
* Could 1 bid the silver moon to pause upon her heavenly ride? 

If the moon obeys my orders, sure 1 can command the tide. 
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“ * Will the advancing waves obey me. Bishop, if I make the sign?* 
Said the BUhop, bowing lowly, ‘Land and sea, my Lord, are 
thine.' 

Canute turned towards the ocean — ‘ Back 1 ' he said, ‘ thou foaming 
brine. 

“ ‘ From the sacred shore I stand on, I command thee to retreat ; 
Venture not, thou stormy rebel, to approach thy master's seat : 
Ocean, be thou still 1 1 bid thee come not nearer to my feet 1 ' 

" But the sullen ocean answered with a louder, deeper roar. 

And the rapid waves drew nearer, falling soitnding o!i the shore ; 
Back the Keeper and the Bishop, back the King and courtiers boie. 

“ And he stenily bade them never more to kneel to human clay, 

But alone to praise and wordnp That which earth and seas obey: 
And his golden crown of empire never wort: he from that day. 

King Canute is dead and gone : Parasites exist alw'ay." 

At this ballad, which, to be sure, was awfully long, and 
as grave as a sermon, some of the courtiers tittered, .some 
yawned, and some affected to Ixi asleep and snore outright. 
But Roger de Backbite, thinking to curry favour with the 
King by this piece of \'ulgarity, His Majesty fetched him a 
knock on the no.se and a buffet m the car, which, 1 warmnt 
me, w'akencd Master Roger ; to whom the King said, *' Listen 
and lx: civil, slave ; Wilfrid is singing about thee. — ^Wilfrid, 
thy ballad is long, but it is to the purpose, and 1 have grown 
cool during thy homily. Give me thy hand, honest friend. 
Ladies, good-night. Gentlemen, wc give the grand assault 
to-morrow ; when I promise thee, Wilfrid, thy banner shall 
not l)e before mine. "—And the King, giving his arm to Her 
Majesty, retired into the private pavilion. 


CHAPTER III. 

Si. George for England, 

Whilst the Royal Richard and his Court were feasting in 
the camp outside the walls of Chalus, they of the castle 
were in the most miserable plight that may be conceived. 
Hunger, as well as the fierce assaults of the besiegers, had 
VOL. I. I 2 
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made dire ravages in the place. The garrison's provisions 
of corn and cattle, their very horses, dogs, and donkeys, 
had been eaten up— so that it might well be said by Wamba 
‘ ' that famine, as well as slaughter, had thinned the garrison." 
When the men of Chalus came on the walls to defend it 
against the scaling-parties of King Richard, they were like 
so many skeletons in armour : they could hardly pull their 
bow-strings at last, or pilch down stones on the heads of 
His Majesty’s party, so weak had their arms become ; and 
the gigantic Count of Chalus — a warrior as redoubtable for 
his size and strength as Richard Plantagenet himself— was 
scarcely able to lift up his battle-axe upon the day of that 
last assault, when Sir Wilfrid of Ivanhoe ran him through 

the But we are advancing matters. 

What should prevent me from describing the agonies of 
hunger which the Count (a man of large appetite) suffered 
in company with his heroic sons and garrison ? — Nothing, 
but that Dante has already done the business in the notorious 
history of Count Ugolino ; so that my efforts may be con- 
sidered as mere imitations. Why should I not, if I were 
minded to revel in horrifying details, show you how the 
famished garrison drew lots, and ate themselves during the 
siege ; and how the unlucky lot falling upon the Countess of 
Chalus, that heroic woman, taking an affectionate leave of 
her family, caused her large cauldron in the castle kitchen 
to be set a-boiling, had onions, carrots and herbs, pepper 
and salt made ready, to make a savoury soup, as the French 
like it ; and when all things were quite completed, kissed 
her children, jumped into the cauldron from off a kitchen 
stool, and so was stewed down in her flannel bed-gown? 
Dear friends, it is not from want of imagination, or from 
having no turn for the terrible or pathetic, that I spare you 
these details. I could give you some description that would 
spoil your dinner and night's rest, and make your hair stand 
on end. But why harrow your feelings? Fancy all the 
tortures and horrors that possibly can occur in a beleaguered 
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and famislied castle : fancy the feelings of men who know 
that no more quarter w'ill be given them than they would 
get if they were peaceful Hungarian citizens kidnapped and 
brought to trial by ffis Majesty the Emperor of Austria ; 
and tlien let us rush on to the breach and prepare once 
more to meet the assault of dreadful King Richard and 
his men. 

On the 29th of March in the year 1199, the good King, 
having copiously partaken of breakfast, caused his trumpets 
to blow, and advanced with his host upon the breach of the 
castle of Chains. Arthur de Pendennis bore his banner ; 
Wilfrid of Ivanhoc fought on the King's right hand. Moly- 
neux. Bishop of Bullocksmithy, doffed crosier and mitre for 
that day, and though fat and pursy, p, anted up the breach 
with the most resolute spirit, roaring out war-cries and 
curses, and wielding a prodigious mace of iron, with which 
he did good execution. Roger de Backbite was forced to 
come in attendance upon the sovereign, but look care to 
keep in the rear of his august master, and to shelter behind 
his huge triangular shield as much as possible. Many lords 
of note followed llic King and bore the ladders ; and as they 
were placed against the wall, the air was perfectly dark w'ith 
the showers of arrows which the French archers poured out 
at the besiegers, and cataract of stones, kettles, boot- 
jacks, chests of draw'ers, crockery, umbrellas, congreve- 
rockets, bombshells, bolls and arrows, and other missiles, 
which the desperate garrison flung out on the storming 
party. The King received a copper coal-scuttle right over 
his eye, and a mahogany wardrobe was discharged at his 
morion, which would have felled an ox, and would have 
done for the King had not Ivanhoe warded it off' skilfully. 
Still they advanced, the warriors falling around them like 
grass beneath the scythe of the mower. 

The ladders were placed in spite of the hail of death rain- 
ing round : and the King and Ivanhoc were, of course, the 
first to mount them. Chalus stood in the breach, borrowing 1 
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strength from despair ; and roaring out, "Ha I Plantagenet. 
Saint Barbacue for Chains ! ” he dealt the King a crack 
across the helmet with his battle-axe, which shore off the gilt 
lion and crown that surmounted the steel cap. The King 
bent and reeled back ; the besiegers were dismayed ; the 
garrison and the Court of Chains set up a shout of triumph : 
but it was premature. 

As quick os thought Ivanhoc was into the Count with a 
thrust in tierce, whic h took him just at the joint of the armour, 
and ran him through as clcian as a spit does a partridge. 
Uttering a horrid shriek, he fell back writhing ; the King 
recovering staggered up the parapet ; the rush of knights 
followed, and the union-jack was planted triumphantly on 
the walls, just as Ivanhoe,— but wc must leave him for a 
moment. 

" Ha, Saint Richard ! — ha. Saint George 1 " the tremendous 
voice of the Lion-King was heard over the loudest roar of 
the onset. At every sweep of his blade a severed bead flew 
over llie parapet, a spouting trunk tumbled, bleeding, on the 
flags of the bartizan. The world hath never seen a warrior 
equal to that Lion-hearted Plantagenet, as he raged over the 
keep, his eyes flashing fire through the bars of his morion, 
snorting and chafing with the hot lust of battle. One by one 
les rnfans dc Chalus had fallen : there was only one left at 
last of all the brave race that bad fought round the gallant 
Count only one, and but a boy, a fair-haired boy, a blue- 
eyed boy ! he had been gathering pansies in the fields but 
yesterday — it was but a few years and he was a baby in his 
mother’s arms ! What could his puny sword do against the 
most redoubted blade in Christendom? — and yet Bohemond 
faced the great champion of England, and met him foot to 
foot I Turn away, turn away, my dear young friends and 
kind-hearted ladies ! Do not look at that ill-fated poor boy ! 
his blade is crushed into splinters under the axe of the con- 
queror, and the poor child is beaten to his knee ! . . • 

Now, by Saint Barbacue of Limoges," said Bertrand de 
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Gourdon, “ the butcher will never strike down yonder lamb- 
ling ! Hold thy hand, Sir King, or, by Saint Barbacuc ” 

Swift as thought the veteran archer raised his arblast to 
his shoulder, the whizzing bolt fled from the ringing string, 
and the next moment crashed quivering into the corslet of 
Plantagenet. 

'Twas a luckless Shot, Bertrand of Gourdon 1 Maddened 
by the pain of the wound, the brute nature of Richard was 
aroused : his fiendish appetite for blood rose to madness, and 
grinding his teeth, and with a curse too horrible to mention, 
the flashing axe of the Royal butcher fell down on the blonde 
ringlets of the child, and the children of Chalus were no 
morel . , , 

I just throw this off by way of description, and to show 
what might be done if I chose to indulge in this style of com- 
position ; but ns in the battles which arc described by the 
kindly chronicler, of one of whose works this present master- 
piece is professedly a continuation, everything passes off 
agreeably — the people are slain, but without any unpleasant 
sensation to the reader ; nay, some of the most savage and 
blood-stained characters of history, such is the indomitable 
good-humour of the great novelist, become amiable, jovial 
companions, for whom ‘'Mie has a hearty sympathy — so, if you 
please, we will have this fighting business at Chalus, and the 
garrison and honest Bertrand of Gourdon, disposed of; the 
former, according to the usage of the good old times, having 
been bung up or murdered to a man, and the latter killed 
in the manner described by the late Dr. Goldsmith in his 
History. 

As for the Lion-hearted, we all very well know that the 
shaft of Bertrand de Gourdon put an end to the Royal hero 
— and that from that 29th of March he never robbed nor 
murdered any more. And we have legends in recondite 
books of the manner of the King’s death. 

You must die, my son/' said the venerable Walter of 
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Rouen, as Berengaria was carried shrieking from the King’s 
tent. “ Repent, Sir King, and separate yourself from your 
children ! " 

“It is ill jesting with a dying man,” replied the King. 
“Children have I none, my good lord bishop, to inherit 
after me. ” 

“Richard of England,” said the Archbishop, turning up 
his fine eyes, “your vices arc your children. Ambition is 
your eldest child. Cruelty is your second child. Luxury 
is your third child ; and you have nourished them from 
your youth up. Separate yourself from these sinful ones, 
and prepaic your soul, for the hour of departure draweth 
nigh.” 

Violent, wicked, sinful, as he might have been, Richard 
of England met his death like a Christian man. Peace be 
to the soul of the brave ! When the news came to King 
Philip of France, he sternly forbade his courtiers to rejoice 
at the death of his enemy. “It is no matter of joy but of 
dolour,” he said, “that the bulwark of Christendom and 
the bravest king of Europe is no more.” 

Meanwhile what has become of Sir Wilfrid of Ivanhoe, 
whom we left in the act of rescuing his sovereign by running 
the Count of Chalus through the body ? 

As the good knight stooped down to pick his sword out 
of the corpse of his fallen foe, .some one coming behind him 
suddenly thrust a dagger into his back at a place where his 
shirt-of-mail was open (for Sir Wilfrid had armed that 
moniing in a hurry, and it was his breast, not his back, 
that he was accustomed ordinarily to protect) ; and when 
poor Wamba came up on the rampart, w'hich he did when 
the fighting was over, — being such a fool that he could not 
be got to thrust his head into danger for glory's sake — ^he 
found his dear knight with the dagger in his back lying 
without life upon the body of the Count de Chalus whoin be 
had anon slain. 
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Ah, what a howl poor Wamba set up when he found his 
master killed ! How he lamented over the corpse of that 
noble knight and friend ! What mattered it to him that 
Richard the King was borne wounded to his tent, and that 
Bertrand dc Gourdon was flayed alive? At another time 
the sight of this spectacle might have amused the simple 
knave ; but now all his thoughts were of his lord : so good, 
so gentle, so kind, so loyal, so frank with the great, so 
tender to the poor, so truthful of speech, so modest regard- 
ing his own merit, so true a gentleman, in a word, that 
anybtidy might, with reason, deplore him. 

As Wamba opened the dear knight's corslet, he found a 
locket round his neck, in which there was some hair ; not 
flaxen like that of my I^dy Rowena, who was almost as 
fair as an Albino, but as black, Wamba thought, as the 
locks of the Jewish maiden whom the knight had rescued in 
the lists of Templeslowe. A bit of Rowena’s hair was in Sir 
Wilfrid's possession, too; but that Wiis in his purse along 
with his seal of arms, and a couple of groats : for the good 
knight never kept any money, so generous was he of his 
largesses when money came in. 

Wamba look the purse, and seal, and groats, but he left 
the locket of hair round his master’s neck, and when he 
returned to England ncv^cr said a word aliout the circum- 
stance. After all, how should he know whose hair it was ? 
It might have been the knight’s grandmother’s hair for 
aught the fool knew'; so he kept bis counsel when he 
brought back die sad news and tokens to the disconsolate 
widow at RotWrwood. 

The poor fell'^w would never have left the body at all, 
and indeed .sat by it all night, and until the grey of the 
morning; when, seeing two suspicious-looking characters 
advancing towards him, he fled in dismay, supposing that 
they were marauders who were out searching for booty 
among the dead bodies ; and having not the least courage, 
he fled from these, and tumbled down the breach, and never 
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Stopped running as fast as his legs would carry him, until 
he reached the tent of his late beloved master. 

The news of the knight's demise, it appeared, had been 
known at his quarters long before ; for his servants were 
gone, and had ridden off on his horses ; his chests were 
plundered : there was not so much as a shirt -collar left in 
his drawers, and the very lied and blankets had been carried 
away by these faithful attendants. Who had slain Tvanhoc ? 
That remains a mystery to the p»-esent day ; but Roger de 
Backbite, whose nose he had pulled for defamation, and 
who was behind him in the assault at Chalus, was seen 
two years afterwards at the Court of King John in an 
embroidered velvet waistcoat which Rowena could have 
sworn she had w'orked for Ivanlnx’, and about which the 
widow would have made sonic little noise, but that — but 
that she was no longer a widow. 

That she truly deplored the death of her lord cannot be 
questioned, for she ordered the deepest mourning which any 
milliner in York could supply, and erected a monument to 
his memory as big as a minster. But she was a lady of 
such fine principles, that she did not allow her grief to over- 
master her ; and an opportunity speedily arising for uniting 
the two best Saxon families in England, by an alliance 
bctw'cen herself and the gentleman who offered himself to 
her, Rowena sacrificed her inclination to remain single, to 
her sense of duty; and contracted a second matrimonial 
engagement. 

That Athelstanc was the man, I suppose no reader familiar 
with life, and novels which are a rescript of life, and are all 
strictly natural and edifying, can fot a moment doubt. Car- 
dinal Pandulfo tied the knot for them : and lest there should 
be any doubt about Ivanhoe’s death (for his body was never 
sent home after all, nor seen after Wamba ran away from 
it), his Eminence procured a Papal decree annulling the 
former marriage, so that Rowena became Mrs. Athelstahe 
with a clear conscience. And who shall be surprised« if she 
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was happier with the stupid and boozy Thane than with the 
gentle and melancholy Wilfrid? Did women never have a 
predilection for fools, I should like to know ; or fall in love 
with donkeys, before the lime of the amours of Bottom and 
Titania? Ah! Mary, had you not preferred an ass to a 
man, would you have married Jack Bray, when a Michael 
Angelo offered ? Ah ! Fanny, were you not a woman, would 
you persist in adoring Tom Hiccups, who beats you, and 
comes home tipsy from the Club? Yes, Rowena cared a 
hundred times more about tipsy Athclsiane than ever she 
had done for gentle Ivanhoe, and so great was her infatua- 
tion about tlie former, that she would sit upon his knee in 
the presence of all her maidens, and let him smoke his 
cigars in the very drawing-room. 

This is the epitaph she caused to be ^vritten by Father 
Drono (who piqued himself upon his Latinity) on the stone 
commemorating the death of her late lord : — 

f3ic C0t (Fuflfritiud, belli bum viflt avibus : 

Cum ^labio ct (ancca, l^ormannia ct quoque jfrancia 
Verbera bura babat: per Curcoa multum cquitabat: 
Ouilbertum occibit : atque l3icro0olFma vibit. 

1}cu ! nunc 0 ub fo 00 a 0 unt tanti militia oBffa, 
dror Btbclstani cat conju; caatiaaima Cbani. 

And this is the translation which the doggerel knave Wamba 
made of the Latin lines : — 

“REQUIESCAT. 

“ Under the stone you behold, 

)’ .ried, iind cofRned, and cold, 

Lieth Sir Wilfrid the Bold. 

Always he marched ui advance, 

Warring in Flanders and FVance, 

Doughty with sword and with lance. 

Famous in Saracen fight, 

Rode in hLs youth the good knight, 

Scattering Paynims in flight. 
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Brian the Templar untrue, 

Fairly in tourney he slew, 

Saw Hieriisalem too. 

Now he is buried and gone, 

Lying beneath the grey stone : 

Where shall you find such a one ? 

Long time hi^ widow deplored. 

Weeping the fate of her lord, 

Sadly cut off by the sword. 

When she was cased of her pain, 

Came the good Lonl Athelstane, 

When her Ladyship married again.*’ 

Alhelstnne burst into a loud laugh, when he heard it, at 
the last line, but Rowena would have had the fool whipped 
had not the Thane interceded ; and to hira, she said, she 
could refuse nothing. 


CHAPTER IV. 

Ivanhoe Redhivus. 

I TRUST nobody will suppo.se, from the events described in 
the last chapter, that our friend Ivanhoe is really dead. 
Because we have given him an epitaph or two and a 
monument, are these any reasons that he should be really 
gone out of the world? No: as in the pantomime, when 
we see Clown and Pantaloon lay out Harlequin and cry 
over him, we are always sure that Master Harlequin will 
be up at the next minute alert and shining in his glistening 
coat ; and, after giving a box on the ears to the pair of 
them, will be taking a dance with Columbine, or leapihg 
gaily through the clock-face, or into the three-pair-of-stairs 
window : — so Sir Wilfrid, the Harlequin of our Christmas 
piece, may be run through a little, or may make-belieye 
to be dead, but will assuredly rise up again w'hen he is 
wanted, and show himself at the right moment. 

llie suspicious-looking characters from whom Wnmba 
ran away were no cut-throats and plunderers, as the poor 
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knave imagined, but no other than Ivanhoe’s friend the 
hermit, and a reverend brother of his, who visited the scene 
of the late battle in order to see if any Christians still 
survived there, whom they might shrive and get ready for 
heaven, or to whom they might possibly offer the benefit 
of their skill as leeches. Both were prorligiously learned 
in the healing art ; and had about them those precious 
elixirs which so often occur in romances, and with which 
patients are so miraculously restored. Abruptly dropping 
his master's head from his lap as he fled, poor Wamba 
caused the knight’s pate to fall with rather a heavy thump 
to the ground, and if the knave had but stayed a minute 
longer, he would have heard Sir Wilfrid utter a deep groan. 
But though the fool heard him not, the holy hermits did ; 
and to recognise the gallant Wilfrid, to withdraw the 
enormous dagger still sticking out of his back, to wash the 
wound with a portion of the precious elixir, and to pour a 
little of it down his throat, was w'ith the excellent hermits 
the work of an instant : which remedies being applied, one 
of the good men look the knight by the heels, and the 
other by the head, and bore him daintily from the castle 
to their hermitage in a neighbouring rock. As for the 
Count of Chalus, and the remainder of the slain, the 
hermits were too mu^l. occupied with Ivanhoe's case to 
mind them, and did not, it appears, give them any elixir : 
so that, if they are really dead, they must stay on the 
rampart stark and cold ; or if otherwise, when the scene 
closes upon them as it does now, they may gel up, shake 
themselves, go to the slips and drink a pot of porter, or 
change their sl?»ge- clothes and go home to supper. My 
dear readers, you may settle the matter among yourselves 
as you like. If you wish to kill the characters really off, 
let them be dead, and have done with them: but, enire 
noust I don’t believe they are any more dead than you 
or I are, and sometimes doubt whether there is a single 
syllable of truth in this whole story. 
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Well, Ivanhoe was taken to the hermits’ cell, and there 
doctored by the holy fathers for his hurts ; which were of 
such a severe and dangerous order, that he was under 
medical treatment for a very considerable time. When he 
woke up from his dchriutii, and asked how long he had 
been ill, fancy his astonishment when he heard that he 
had been in the fever for six years I He thought the 
reverend fatliers were joking at first, but their profession 
forbade them from that sort (if levity ; and besides, he 
could not possibly have got weP any sooner, because the 
story vv(nikl have been sadly put out bad he appeared 
earlier. And it proves how good the fathers were to him, 
and how very nearly that seoundrel of a Roger de Backbite’s 
dagger had finished him, that he did not get well under 
this great length of time ; during the whole of which the 
fathers tended him without ever thinking of a fee. I know 
of a kind physician in this town who does as much some- 
times ; but I won't do him the ill service of mentioning his 
name here. 

Ivanhoc, Ixiing now quickly pronounced well, trimmed his 
beard, which by this lime hung down considerably below 
his knees, and calling for his suit of chain armour, which 
before had fitted his elegant person as tight as wax, now put 
it on, and it bagged and hung so loosely about him, that 
even the good friars laughed at his absurd appearance. It 
was impossible that he should go about the country in such 
a garb as that : the very boys would laugh at him : so the 
friars gave him one of their old gowns, in wliich he disguised 
himself, and, after taking an affectionate farewell of his 
friends, set forth on his return to his native country. As he 
went along, he learned that Richard was dead, that John 
reigned, that Prince Arthur had been poisoned, and was of 
course made acquainted with various other facts of public 
importance recorded in Pinnock’s Catechism and the His- 
toric Page. 

But these subjects did not interest him near so much as 
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his own private aflFairs ; and I can fancy that his legs trembled 
under him, and his pilgrim's staff shook with emotion, as at 
length, after many perils, he came in sight of his paternal 
mansion of Rotherwood, and saw once more the chimneys 
smoking, the shadows of the oaks over the grass in the sun- 
set, and the rooks winging over the trees. He heard the 
supper gong sounding : he knew his way to the door well 
enough : he entered the familiar hall with a benedicitCt and 
without any more words took his place. 

You might have thought for a moment that the grey friar 
trembled and his shrunken check looked deadly pale ; but 
he recovered himself presently : nor could you sec his pallor 
for the cowl which covered his face. 

A little boy was playing on Athclstane’s knee ; Rowena, 
smiling and patting the Saxon Thane fondly on his broad 
bull-head, filled him a huge cup of spiced wine from a golden 
jug. He drained a <juart of the liquor, and, turning round, 
addressed the friar — 

“And so, grey frcrc, Ihou sawest good King Richard fall 
at Chalus by the bolt of that felon Vx^wman?” 

“We did, an it please you. The brothers of our house 
attended the good King in his last moments : in truth, he 
made a Christian ending i ” 

“And didst thou sec the archer flayed alive? It must 
have been rare sport,” roared Alhelstane, laughing hugely 
at the joke. “ How the fellow must have how led I ” 

“ My love ! ” said Rowena, interposing tenderly, and 
putting a pretty white finger on his Iip. 

“ I would have liked to see it loo,” cried the boy, 

“That's my own little Cedric, and so thou shalt. And, 
friar, didst see my poor kinsman Sir Wilfrid of Ivanhoe? 
They say he fought well at Chalus?” 

“My sweet lord,” again interposed Rowena, “mention 
him not.” 

''Why, because thou and be were so tender in days of , 



REBECCA AND ROWENA. 


164 

yore — when you could not bear my plain face, being all in 
love with his pale one ? " 

"Those times are past now, dear Atbelstane,*’ said his 
affectionate wife, looking up to the ceiling. 

"Marry, thou never couldst forgive him the Jewess, 
Rowena" 

"I'hc odious hussy ♦ don't mention the name of the un- 
believing crcatuic," exclAimed the lady. 

" Well, well, poor Wii was a good bd -a thought melan- 
choly and milksop though. Why, a pint of sack fuddled 
his poor brains." 

"Sir Wilfrid of Ivanhocwas a good lance,*' .said the friar. 
•* I have heard there was none better in Christendom. He 
lay in our convent after his wounds, and it W’as there wc 
tended him till he died. He was buried in our north 
cIoist<T. " 

"And there's an end of him," said Athelstane. "But 
come, this is dismal talk. W'here's Wamba the Jester? 
Let us have a song. Stir up, Waml>a, and don’t lie like a 
dog in the fire ! Sing us a song, thou crack-brained jester, 
and le*ave off whimpering for bygones. Tush, man I There 
be many good fellows left in this world." 

"There bo buzzards in eagles’ nests," Wamba said, who 
was lying stretched Ixjfore the fire, .sharing the hea^h walli 
the Thane's dogs. "There be dead men alive, and live 
men dead. There lie merry songs and dismal songs. 
Marry, and the merriest arc the saddest sometimes. I will 
leave off motley and wear black, gossip Athelstane. 1 will 
turn howler at funerals, and then, perhaps, I shall be merry. 
Motley is fit for mutes, and black for fools. Give me some 
drink, gossip, for my voice is as cracked as my brain." 

"Drink and sing, thou beast, and cease prating," the 
Thane said. 

And WamlKi, touching bis rebeck wildly, sat up in the 
chimney-side and curled his* lean shanks together and 
began . — 
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» LOVE AT TWO SCORE. 

** Ho I pretty page, with dimpled chin, 

That never has known the barber’s shear, 

All your aim is woman to win— 

This is the way that boys begin — 

Wait till youVe come to forty year I 

Curly gold locks cover foolish brains. 

Billing and cooing is all your cheer, 

Sighing and singing of midnight strains 
Under Bonnybells' window-panes. 

Wait till you’ve come to forty year. 

Forty times over let Michaelmas pas«;, 

Grizzling h.air the brain doth clear ; 

Then you Icnow a lioy is an ass, 

' Then you know the worth of a lass, 

Once you have come to forty year. 

Pledge me round, I bid ye declare, 

All gocxl fellows whose beards are grey : 

Did not the fairest of the fair 
Common grow, and wearisome, ere 
Ever a month was passed away ? 

The reddest lips that ever have kissed, 

The brightest eyes that ever have shone, 

May pray .'ind whisper and wc not list. 

Or look away and nevtr lie missed, 

Ere yet ever a month was gone. 

Gillian's dead, Heaven rest her bier, 

How I loved her twenty years .sync I 
Marian's married, but 1 sit here, 

Alive and merry at forty year. 

Dipping my nose in the Gascon wine.” 

“Who taught thcc that merry lay, Wamba, thou son of 
Witless?” roared .Athelslanc, clattering his cup on the table 
and shouting the chorus. 

“It was a good and holy hermit, sir, the pious clerk of 
Copmanhurst, that you wot of, who played many a prank 
with us in the days that we knew King Richard. Ah, noble 
sir, that was a Jovial time and a good priest.” 

“They say the holy priest is sure of the next bishopric, 
my love,” said Rowena, “ His Majesty hath taken him 
into much favour. My I-.ord of Huntingdon looked very 
well at the last ball ; but I never could see any beauty in 
the Countess — a freckled blowsy thing, whom they useg 
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to call Maid Marian : though, for the matter of that, what 
lietwcen her flirtations with Major Littlejohn and Captain 
Scarlett, really** 

“ Jealous again — haw ! haw I " laughed Athelstane. 

**I am above jealousy, and scorn it," Rowena answered, 
drawing herself up very majestically. 

Well, well, Wamba's was a good song,*' Athelstane said. 

*' Nay, a wicked song," said Rowena, turning up her eyes 
as usual. “What! rail at woman’s love? Prefer a filthy 
wine-cup to a true wife? Woman’s love is eternal, my 
Athelstane. He who questions it would be a blasphemer 
were he not a fool. The well-born and wcll-nurtuied gentle- 
woman loves once, and once only." 

pray you, madam, pardon me, I — T am not well,” 
said the grey friar, rising abmptly from his settle, and 
tottering down the steps of the dais. Wamba sprang after 
him, his bells jingling as he rose, and casting his arms 
round the apparently fainting man, he led him away into 
the court. There be dead men alive and live men dead," 
whispered he. There be coffins to laugh at and marriages 
to cry over. Said 1 not sooth, holy friar?" And when 
they had got out into the solitary court, which was deserted 
by all the followers of the Thane, who were mingling in 
the drunken revelry in the hall, Wamba, seeing that none 
were by, knelt dowai, and, kissing the friar’s garment, said, 
*• I knew thee, I knew thcc, my lord and my liege 1 " 

“ Get up,’’ said Wilfrid of Ivanhoe, scarcely able to articu- 
late : “only fools are faithful." And he passed on, and into 
the little chapel whert' his father lay buried. All night long 
the friar spent there : and Wamba the Jester lay outside 
w'atching as mute as the saint over the porch. 

When the morning came, Wambit was gone ; and the 
knave being in the habit of wandering hither and thither as 
be chose, little notice was taken of his absence by a master 
and mistress who had not much sense of humour. As for 
t 
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Sir Wilfrid, a gentleman of his ^delicacy of feelings could not 
be expected to remain in a house where things so naturally 
disagreeable to him were occurriiig, and he quitted Rother- 
wood incontinently, after paying a dutiful visit to the tomb 
where his old father, Cedric, was buried ; and hastened 
on to York, at which city be made himself known to the 
family attorney, a most respectable man, in whose liands his 
ready money was deposited, and took up a sum sufficient to 
ht himself out with credit, and a handsome retinue, as became 
a knight of consideration. But he changed his name, wore 
a wig and spectacles, and disguised himself entirely, so that 
it was impossible his friends or the public should know him, 
and thus metamorphosed, went about whithersoever his fancy 
led him. He was present at a public ball at York, which the^ 
I^rd Mayor gave, danced Sir Roger de Coverley in the very 
same set with Rowena— (who was disgusted that Maid 
Marian took precedence of her) — he saw little Athelstane 
over-eat himself at the supper and pledge his big father in a 
cup of sack ; he met the Reverend Mr. Tuck at a missionary 
meeting, where be seconded a resolution proposed by that 
eminent divine : — in fine, he saw a score of his old acquaint- 
ances, none of whom recognised in him the warrior of 
Palestine and Tcmplestowe. Having a large fortune and 
nothing to do, he went about this country performing chari- 
ties, slaying robbers, rescuing the distressed, and achieving 
noble feats of arms. Dragons and giants existed in his day 
no more, or be sure he would have had a fling at them ; for 
the truth is, Sir Wilfrid of Ivanhoe was somewhat sick of the 
life which the hermits of Cbalus had restored to him, and felt 
himself so friendless and solitary that he would not have been 
sorry to come to an end of it. Ah, my dear friends and 
intelligent British public, arc there not others who are melan- 
choly under a mask of fftlety, and who, in the midst of 
crowds, are lonely 7 Liston was a most melancholy man ; 
Grimaldi had feelings, and there are others I wot of— But 
psha 1 — let us have the next chapter. 
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CHAPTER V. 

Ivatihoe to the Rescue, 

The rascally manner in which the chicken-livered successor 
of Richard of the Lion-heart conducted himself to all parties, 
to his relatives, his nobles, and his people, is a matter 
notorious, and set forth clearly in the Historic Page : hence, 
although nothing, except perliaps success, can, in ray opinion, 
excuse disaffection to the sovereign, or appearance in armed 
rebellion against him, the lo)al reader will make allowance 
for two of the principal personages of this narrative, who will 
have to appear m the present chapter in the odious character 
of rebels to their lord and king. It must be remembered, in 
partial cxmlj^ation of the fault of Athelstane and Rowena 
(a fault for which tht‘y were bitterly punished, as you shall 
presently hear), that the monarch exasperated Iiis subjects 
in a variety of ways, —that bt^forc he murdered his Royal 
nephew, Prince Arthur, there was a great question wdielher 
he was the rightful King of England at all, — that his Ix?- 
Iiaviour as an uncle, and a family man, was likely to wound 
the feelings of any lady and mother,— finally, that there w'crc 
palliations for the conduct of Rowena and Ivanhoe, which it 
now becomes our duty to relate. 

When Ills Majesty destruyed Prince Arthur, the Lady 
Rowen.i, who Wras one of the ladies of honour to the Queen, 
gave up her place at Court at once, and retired to her castle, 
of Rothenvood. Expressions made use of by her, and dero- 
gatory to the character of tlic sovereign, w’ere carried to the 
monarch’s ears, by some of those parasites, doubtless, by 
whom it is the curse of kings to be attended ; and John swore 
by Saint Peter’s teeth, that he would be revenged upon the 
haughty Saxon lady, — a kind of oath which, though he did 
not trouble himself about all other oaths, he was never known 
to break. It was not for some years after he had registered 
his vOw, that he was enabled to keep it. 

Had h^nlioe been present at Rouen when the King 
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meditated his horrid designs against his nephew, there is little 
doubt that Sir Wilfrid would have prevented them, and 
rescued the boy : for Ivanhoe was, we need scarcely say, a 
hero of romance ; and it is the custom and duty of all gentle- 
men of that profession to be present on all occasions of 
historic interest, to be engaged in all conspiracies. Royal 
interviews, and remarkable occurrences ; and hence Sir 
Wilfrid would certainly have rescued the young prince, had 
he been anywhere in the neighbourhood of Rouen, where the 
foul tragedy occurred. But he was a couple of hundred 
leagues off, at Chalus, when the circumstance happened ; tied 
down in his bed as crazy as a Bedlamite, and raving cease- 
lessly in the Hebrew tongue (which he had caught up during 
a previous illness in whidi he was tended by a maiden of that 
nation) about a certain Rebecca Ben Isaacs, of whom, being 
a married man, he never would have thought, had he been in 
his sound senses. During this delirium, what were politics 
to him, or he to politics? King John or King Arthur were 
entirely indifferent to a man who announced to his nurse- 
tenders, the good hermits of Chalus before mentioned, that 
he was the Marquis of Jericho, and about to marry Rcl^ecca 
the Queen of Sheba. In a word, he only heard of what had 
occurred when he reached England, and his senses were 
restored to him. Whether was he happier, sound of brain 
and entirely miserable (as any man would be who found so 
admirable a wife as Rowena married again), or perfectly 
crazy, the husband of the beautiful Rebecca ? I don't know 
which he liked best. 

Howbeit, the conduct of King John inspired Sir Wilfrid 
with so thorough a detestation of that sovereign, that he 
never could be brought to take service under him to get 
hitnsdf presented at Saint James’s, or in any way to ac- 
knowledge, but by stem acquiescence, the authority of the 
sanguinary successor of his beloved King Richard. It was 
Sir Wilfirid of Ivanhoe. I need scarcely say, who got the 
Barons of England to league together and extort from the 

VOIm I. K 
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King that famous instrument and palladium of our liberties 
at present in the British Museum, Great Russell Street, 
Bloomsbury— the Magna Ghana. His name does not natu- 
rally' appear in the list of Barons, because be was only a 
knight, and a knight in disguise too : nor does Athelstane's 
signature figure on that document. Atbclstanc, in the first 
place, could not write ; nor did he care a penny-piece about 
politics, so long as he could drink his wine at home undis- 
turbed, and have his hunting and shooting in quiet 

It was not until the King wanted to interfere with the 
sport of every gentleman in England (as we know by 
reference to the Historic Page that this odious monarch 
did), that Athelstanc broke out into open rebellion, along 
with several Yorkshire squires and noblemen. It is recorded 
of the King, that he forbade every man to hunt his own 
deer; and, in order to secure an obedience to his orders, 
this Herod of a monarch wanted to secure the eldest sons 
of all the nobility and gentry, as hostages for the good 
behaviour of their parents. 

Athelstane was anxious about his game — Rowena was 
anxious about her son. The former swore that he w'ould 
hunt his deer in spite of all Norman tyrants — the latter 
asked, should she give up her boy to the ruffian who had 
murdered his own nephew?* The speeches of both were 
brought to the King at York ; and, furious, he ordered an 
instant attack upon Rotherwood, and that the lord and 
lady of that castle should be brought before him dead 
or alive. 

Ah, where was Wilfrid of Ivanhoc, the unconquerable 
champion, to defend the castle against the Royal party? 
A few thrusts from his lance would have spitted the leading 
warriors of the King's host: a few cuts from bis sword 
would have put John’s forces to rout. But the kince and 
sword of Ivanhoc were idle on this occasion. "No, be 

* See Home, Giraldus Cambrensis, The Monk of Croyland, and 
PinnoeVs Catc^stn, 
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hanged to me 1 " said the knight bitterly, ** fMs is a quarrel 
in which I can't interfere. Common politeness forbids. 
Let yonder ale-swilling Athelstane defend his— ha, ha— 
m/e; and my Lady Rowena guard her— ha, ha, ha— -jwn.'* 
And he laughed wildly and madly ; and the sarcastic way 
in which he choked and gurgled out the words “ wife" and 
*' son " would have made you shudder to hear. 

When he heard, however, that, on the fourth day of the 
siege, Athelstane had been slain by a cannon-ball (and this 
time for good, and not to come to life again ns be had 
done before), and that the widow (if so the innocent bigamist 
may be called) w'as conducting the defence of Rotherwood 
herself with the greatest intrepidity, showing herself upon 
the walls with her little son (who bellowed like a bull, and 
did not like the fighting at all), pointing the guns and 
encouraging the garrison in every way— better feelings 
returned to the bosom of the Knight of Ivanhoc, and 
summoning his men, he armed himself quickly, and deter- 
mined to go forth to the rescue. 

He rode without slopping for two days and two nights 
in the direction of Rotherwood, with such swiftness and 
disregard for refreshment, indeed, that his men dropped 
one by one upon the road, and he arrived alone at the 
lodge-gate of the park. The window's were smashed ; the 
door stove in ; the lodge, a neat little Swiss cottage, with 
a garden where the pinafores of Mrs. Gurth's children 
might have been seen hanging on the goosebeity- bushes 
in more peaceful times, w'as now a ghastly heap of smoking 
ruins : cottage, bushes, pinafores, children lay mangled 
together, destroyed by the licentious soldiery of an infuriate 
monarch! Far be it from me to excuse the disobedience 
of Athelstane and Rowena to their sovereign ; but surely, 
surely, this cruelty might have been spared. 

Garth, who was lodge-keeper, was lying dreadfully 
wounded and expiring at the doming and violated threshold 
of his lately pteturesque home. A catapult and a couple 
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of mangonels had done his business. The faithful fellow, 
recognising his master, who had put up his visor and 
forgotten his wig and spectacles in the agitation of the 
moment, exclaimed, “ Sir Wilfnd ! my dear master — praised 
be Saint Waltheof— there may be yet time — my beloved 

mistr—master Atheist " He sank back, and never 

spoke again. 

Ivanhoc spurred on his horse Bavieca maxily up the 
chosinut avc!mc. The castle was lx*,fore him ; tlie western 
tower was in flames; tht; licsicgers were pressing at the 
southern gate; Athelstane's banner, the bull rampant, 
wns still on the northern bartizan. “An Ivanhoc, an 
Ivanhoc!” he bellowed out, with a shout that overcame 
all the din of battle : “ Nostre Dame* a la rescoussc ! *' 
And to hurl his lance through the midriff of Reginald dc 
Bracy, who was commanding the assault — who fell howling 
with anguish — to wave his battle-axe over his own head, 
and cut off those of thirteen men-at-arms, was the work of 
an instant. “An Ivanhoc, an Ivanhoc!” he still shouted, 
and down w'cnt a man as sure as he said “ hoe I ” 

“ Ivanhoc ! Ivanhoc ! ” a shrill voice cried from the top of 
the northern bartizan. Ivanhoc knew it. 

“ Rowena my love, I come!” he roared on his parL 

*' Villains ! touch but a hair of her head, and I ” 

Here, with a sudden plunge and a squeal of agony, Bavieca 
sprang forward wildly, and fell as wildly on her back, rolling 
over and over u^xin the knight. All was dark before him ; 
his brain reeled ; it whizzed ; something came crashing 
down on his forehead. .Saint Waltheof and all the saints of 
die Saxon calendar protect the knight I , , , 

When he came to himself, Wamba and t:ie lieutenant of 
his lances were leaning over him with a bottle of the hermit’s 
elixir. “ We arrived here the day after the battle,” said the 
fool ; “ marry, I have a knack of that,” 

“Your worship rode so deucedly quick, there was no 
keeping up with your worship,*’ said the lieutenant. 
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’•The day — after — the bat ** groaned Ivanhoc. 

Where is the Lady Rowena?” 

** The castle has been taken and sacked/' the lieutenant 
said, and pointed to 'tvhat once was Rolherwood, but was 
now only a heap of smoking ruins. Not a tower was left, 
not a roof, not a floor, not a single human being ! Every- 
thing was flame and min, smash and murthcr ! 

Of course Ivanhoe fell back fainting again among the 
ninety-seven men-at-arms w'honi he had slain ; and it was 
not until Wamba had applied a second and uncommonly 
Strong dose of the elixir that he came to life again. Tlic 
good knight was, however, from long practice, so accustomed 
to the severest wounds, that he Ixire them far more ctisily 
llian common folk, and thus was enabled to reach York 
upon a litter, which his men constmeted for him, \\iih 
tolerable ease. 

Rumour had as usual advanced Ixifore him , and he heard 
at the hotel where he stopped, what had l^een the issue of 
the affair at Rotherwood. A minute or two after his horse 
wiis stabbed, and Ivanhoc knocked down, the western bar- 
tizan was taken by the storming-party which invested it, 
and every soul slain, except Rowena and her boy ; who 
were tied upon horses and carried away under a secure 
guard, to one of the King’s casllcs— nobody knew whither ; 
and Ivanhoc was recommended by the hotel-keeper (whose 
house he had used in former times) to rcassurae his wig and 
spectacles, and not call himself by his oum name any more, 
lest some of the King’s people should lay hands on him. 
However, as he had killed everybody round about him, 
there was but little danger of his discovery ; and the Knight 
of the Spectacles as he was called, went about York quite 
unmolested, and at liberty to attend to his own affairs. 

We wish to be brief in narrating this part of the gallant 
hero's existence ; for his life was one of feeling rather than 
affection, and the description of mere sentiment is considered 
by many well-informed persons to be tedious. What voen 
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his sentiments now, it may be asked, under the peculiar 
position in which be found himself? He had done his duty 
by Rowena, certainly : no man could say otherwise. But 
as for being in love with her any more, after what had 
occurred, that was a different question. Well, come what 
would, he was detennined still to continue doing his duty by 
her ; but as she was whisked away the deuce knew whither, 
liow could ht; do anything ? So he resigned himself to the 
fact that she was thus whisked away. 

He, of course, sent emissaries alxjut the country to endea- 
vour to find out where Rowena w'a.s ; but these came back 
without any sort of intelligence ; and it was remarked, that 
he still remained in a perfect state of resignation. He re- 
mained in this condition for a year, or moic ; and it was 
said that he \vas becoming more cheerful, and he certainly 
was growing rather fat. The Knight of the Si:>cctacles was 
voted an agreeable man in a grave way ; and gave some 
very elegant, though quid, parties, and w’as received in the 
best society of York. 

It was just at assizc-time, the lawyers and barristers had 
arrived, and the town was unusually gay; when, one 
morning, the attorney, whom we have mentioned as Sir 
Wilfrid’s man of business, and a most respectable man, 
called upon his gallant client at his lodgings, and said 
he had a communication of importance to make. Having 
to communicate with a client of rank, who wa.s condemned 
to be hanged for forgery. Sir Roger de Backbite, the 
attorney said, he had been to visit that parly in the 
condemned cell ; .and on the way through the yard, and 
through the bars of anotlier cdl, had seen and recognised 
an old acquaintance of Sir Wilfrid of Ivanhoe— and the 
lawyer held him out, with a particular look, a note, written 
on a piece of whitey-brown paper. 

What Ivanhoe's sensations when he recognised the 
handwriting of Rowena ! He tremblingly dashed open the 
^ billet^ and read as follows 



IVANHOE TO THE RESCUE. 


17s 

Mv DKARCST IvANHOE,— For I am thine now as erst, and my 
first love was cver*-e^er clear to me. Have I been near thee dying 
for a whole year, and didst thou make no effort to rescue iky 
Kowena? Have ye mven to others — I mention not their name nor 
their odious creed — the heart that ought to be mine? 1 send thee 
my forgiveness from my dying pallet of stniw.-^l forgive thee the 
insults I have received, the cold and hunger 1 have endured, the 
falling health of my boy, the bitterness of iny prison, thy infotua- 
tion about that Tewess, which made our marrieef life miserable, and 
which caused thee, 1 am sure, to go abroad to look after her. I 
forgive thee all my wrongs, and fain would bid thee farewell. Mr. 
Smith hath gained over my gaoler—he will tel) thee how 1 may sm 
thee. Come and console my last hour by promising tliat thou wilt 
care for my boy~/i/> boy who fell like a hero (when thou wert 
absent) combating by the side of Rowena.'* 

The reader may consult his own feelings, and say whether 
Ivanhoe was likely to be pleased or not by this letter; 
however, he inquired of Mr. Smith, the solicitor, what 
was the plan which that gentleman had devised for the 
introduction to Lady Rowena, and was informed that he 
v.As to get a barrister's gown and w'ig, when the gaoler 
would introduce him into the interior of the prison. These 
decorations, knowing several gentlemen of the Northern 
Circuit, Sir Wilfrid of Ivanhoe easily procured, and, with 
foelings of no small trepidation, reached the cell, where, for 
the space of a year, poor Rowena had been immured. 

If any person have a doubt of the correctness, of the 
historical exactness of this narrative, I refer him to the 
^'Biographie UniversellC" (article Jean sans Terre), which 
says, La femme d’un baron auquel on vint demander son 
his, r^pondit, * Lc roi pcnsc-t-il que je conherai mon fils A 
nn homme qui a ^gorg4 son neveu de sa propre main?* 
Jean fit enlever la m^re et Tenfant, et la laissa mourir de 
/aim dans Ics cachots.” 

I picture to myself, with a painful sympathy, Rowena 
undergoing this disagreeable sentence. All her virtues, her 
resolution, her chaste energy and perseverance, shine with 
rixloubled lustre, and, for the first time since the commence- 
ment oi the history, 1 feel that 1 am partially reconciled 
10 her. The weary year passes— she weaker and 
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more languid, thinner and thinner I At length Ivanhoc, 
in the disguise of a barrister of the Northern Circuit, is 
introduced to her cell, and finds his lady in the last stage 
of cxiiaustion, on the straw of her dungeon, with her little 
boy in her arms. She has preserved his life at the expense 
of her own, giving him the whole of the pittance which her 
gaolers allowed her, and perishing herself of inanition. 

There is a scene ! I feel as if I had made it up, as it were, 
with thus lady, and that we, part in peace, in consequence 
of my providing her with so sublime a death-bed. Fancy 
Ivanhoc's entrance —their recognition- -the faint blush upon 
her worn features— the pathetic way in which she gives little 
Cedric in charge to him, and his promises of protection. 

“Wilfrid, my early loved," slowly gasped she, removing 
her grey hair from her furrowed temples, and gazing on her 
boy fondly, as he nestled on Ivanhoe's knee — “ promise me, 
by Saint Walthcof of Tcmplestow'c — promise me one boon ! " 

“I do,” said Ivanhoti, clasping the boy, and thinking it was 
to that little innocent the promise was intended to apply. 

“ By Saint Walthcof?” 

By Saint Walthcof I " 

“ Promise me, then,” gasj^ed Rowena, staring wildly at 
him, “ that you will never marry a Jewess I ” 

“ By Saint Walthcof,” cried Ivanhoc, “this is too much, 

Rowena f ” But he felt his hand grasped for a moment ; 

the nerves then rela.xcd ; the pale lip ceased to quiver — ^sbe 
was no more ! 


CHAPTER VI. 

Ivanboe the Widower. 

Having placed young Cedric at school at the hall of 
Dotheboyes. in Yorkshire, and arranged his family affairs, 
Sir Wilfrid of Ivanhoe quitted a country which had no 
longer any charms for him, and in which his stay was 
^rendered the less agreeable by the notion that King John 
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would hang him, if ever be could lay hand$ on the faithful 
follower of King Richard and Prince Arthur. 

But there was always in those days a home and occupation 
for a brave and pious knight. A saddle on a gallant war- 
horse, a pitched held against the Moors, a lance wherewith 
to spit a turbaned inhdel, or a road to Paradise carved out 
by his scimitar,— these were the height of the ambition of, 
good and religious warriors ; and so renowned a champion 
as Sir Wilfrid of Ivanhoe was sure to be well received 
wherever blows were stricken for the cause of Christendom. 
Even among the dark Templars, he who had twice over- 
come the most famous lance of their Order was a respected 
though not a welcome guest ; but among the opposition 
company of the Knights of St. John, he was admired and 
courted beyond measure ; and always affectioning that 
Order, which oflfered him, indeed, its first rank and com- 
manderies, he did much good service; fighting in their 
ranks for the glory of Heaven -ind Saint Walthcof, and 
slaying many thousands of the heathen in Prussia, Poland, 
and those savage Northern countries. The only fault that 
the great and gallant, though severe and ascetic Folko of 
Hcydenbratcn, the chief of the Order of Saint John, found 
with the melancholy warrior, whose lance did such good 
service to the cause, was, that he did not persecute the Jews 
as so religious a knight should. He let off sundry captives 
of that persuasion whom he had taken with his sword and 
his spear, saved others from torture, and actually ransomed 
the two last grinders of a venerable rabbi (that Roger de 
Cartwright, an English knight of the Order, was to 
extort from the elderly Israelite) with a hundred cr^wv^ltiul 
a gimmal ring, whidx were all the property he pos^s^. 
Whenever he so ransomed or benefited one of this religion, 
he would moreover give them a little token or a message 
(were the good knight out of money), saying. '"T^e this 
token, and remember this deed was done'^by Wilfrid tlm 
Disinberited, for the services wbilome render^ to him 
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Rebecca, the daughter of Isaac of York!** So among 
themsclve^s, and in their meetings and synagogues, and in 
their restless travels from land to land, when they of Jewry 
cursed and reviled all Christians, as such abominable 
heathens will, they nevertheless excepted the name of the 
Desdichado, or the doubly-disinherited as he now was, the 
Desd ichado-Doblado. 

Tlie account of all the battles, storms, and scaladoes in 
which Sir Wilfrid took part, w'ould only weary the reader ; 
for the chopping off one heathen’s head with an axe must 
l)e very like the decapitation of any other unbeliever. Suffice 
it to say, that wherever tliis kind of work was to be done, 
and Sir ’Wilfrid was in the way, he was the man to perfonn 
it. It would astonish you were you to sec the account 
that Wamba kept of his master's achievements, and of the 
Bulgarians. Bohemians, Croatians, slain or maimed by his 
hand. And as, in those days, a reputation for valour had 
an immense effect upon the soft hearts of women, and even 
the ugliest man, were he a stout warrior, was looked upon 
with favour by Beauty ; so Ivanhoe, who was by no means 
ill-favoured, though now becoming rather elderly, made 
conquests over female breasts as well as over Saracens, and 
had more than one direct offer of marriage made to him by 
princesses, countesses, and noble ladies possessing both 
charms and money, which they were anxious to place at 
the disposal of a champion so renowned. It is related that 
the Duchess Regent of Kartoffclberg offered him her band, 
and the ducal crown of Kartoffclberg, which he had rescued 
from the unbelieving Prussians; but Ivanhoe evaded the 
Duchess's offer, by riding away from her capital secretly 
at nridnight and hiding himself in a convent of Knights 
Hospitallers on the borders of Poland. And it is a ftict 
that the Princess Rosalia Scrapbina of Pumpemldcd, the 
most lovely woman of her time, became .so fmntically 
attached to him, that she followed him on a campaign, 
and was discovered with his baggage disguised as a horse* 
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boy. But no princess, no beauty, no female blandishments 
had any charms for Ivanhoe : no hermit practised a more 
austere celibacy. The severity of his morals contrasted so 
remarkably with the lax and dissolute manner of the young 
lords and nobles in the courts which he frequented, that 
these young springalds would sometimes sneer and coll 
him Monk and Milksop ; but his courage in the day of 
battle was so terrible and admirable, that 1 promise you the 
youthful libertines did not sneer then ; and the most reck- 
less of them often turned pale when they couched their 
lances to follow Ivanhoe. Holy Waltheof I it was an awful 
sight to sec him with his pale calm face, his shield ujwn his 
breast, his heavy lance before him, charging a squadron of 
heathen Bohemians, or a regiment of Cossacks 1 Wherever 
he saw the enemy, Ivanhoe assaulted him : and when ];)eoplc 
remonstrated with him, and said if he attacked such and such 
a post, breach, castle, or army, he would be slain, "And 
suppose 1 be?” he answered, giving them to understand 
that he would as lief the Battle of Life were over altogether. 

WTiile be was thus making war against the Northern 
infidels, news was carried all over Cbnstcndoni of a catas- 
trophe which had befallen the good cause in the South of 
Europe, where the Spanish Christians bad met with such 
a defeat and massacre at the hands of the Moors as had 
never been known in the proudest days of Saladin. 

Thursday, the 9th of Shaban, in the 605th year of the 
Hegira, is known all over the West as the amun^a/^arh, the 
year of the battle of Alarcos, gained over the Cliristians by 
the Moslems of Andaluz, on which fatal day Christendom 
suffered a defeat so signal, that it was feared the Spanish 
peninsula would be entirely wrested away from the dominion 
of the Cross. On that day the Franks lost 150,000 men and 
30,000 prisoners. A man-slave sold among the unbelievers 
ibr a dirhem; a donkey, for the samc'^^a sword, half a 
dirhem; ahorse, five dirhems. Hundreds of thousands of 
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these various sorts of booty were in the possession of the 
triumphant followers of Yakoob-al-Mansoor. Curses on 
his head ! But be was a brave warrior, and the Christians 
before him seemed to forget that they were the descendants 
of the brave- Cid, the Kanbitoor, as the Moorish hotinds (in 
their jargon) denominated the famous Campeador. 

A general move for the rescue of the faithful in Spain — a 
crusade against the infidels triumphing there, was preached 
throughout Europe by all the most eloquent clergy; and 
thousands and thousands of valorous knights and nobles, 
accompanied by well-mcantng vnrlets and vassals of the 
lower sort, trooped from all sides to the rescue. Tlie 
straits of Giloel-al -Tariff, at which spot the Moor, passing 
from Barbary, first planted his accursed foot on the Chris- 
tian soil, were crowded with the galleys of the Templars 
and the Knights of St. John, who flung succours into the 
menaced kingdoms of the peninsula ; the inland sea swarmed 
with their ships hasting from their forts and islands, from 
Rhodes and Byzantium, from Jaffa and Askalon. The 
Pyrenean peaks beheld the pennons and glittered with the 
armour of the knights marching out of France into Spain ; 
and, finally, in a ship that set sail direct from Bohemia, 
where Sir Wilfrid happened to be quartered at the time 
when the news of the defeat of Alarcos came and alarmed 
all good Christians, Ivanhoc landed at Barcelona, and 
proceeded to slaughter the Moors forthwith. 

He brought letters of introduction from his friend Folko 
of Heydenbraten, the Grand Master of the Knights of St. 
John, to the venerable Baldomero de Garbuizos, Grand 
Master of the renowned Order of Saint Jago, The chief 
of Saint Jago’s knights paid the greatest respect to a warrior 
whose fame was already so widely known in Christendom ; 
and Ivanhoc had the pleasure of being appointed to all 
the posts of danger and forlorn hopes that could be devised 
in bis honour. He would be called up twice or thrice in a 
night to fight the Moors : he led ambushes, scaled breadies, 
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Vt-ss blown up by mines; was wounded many hundred 
times (recovering^ thanks to the elixir, of which Wamba 
always carried a supply) ; he was the terror of Uie Saracens., 
and the admiration and wonder of the Christians. 

To describe his deeds would. I say, be tedious; one 
day's battle was like that of another. 1 am not writing 
in ten volumes like Monsieur Alexandre Dumas, or even 
in three like other great authors. We have no room for 
the recounting of Sir "Wilfrid’s deeds of valour. Whenever 
he took a Moorish town, it was remarked that he went 
anxiously into the Jewish quarter, and inquired amongst 
the Hebrews, who were in great numbers in Spain, for 
Rebecca the daughter of Isaac. Many Jews, according to 
his wont, he ransomed, and created so much scanchil by this 
proceeding, and by the manifest favour which he showed 
to the people of that nation, that the Master of Saint Jago 
remonstrated with him, .and it is probable be would have 
been cast into the Inquisition and roasted, but that his prodi- 
gious valour and success against the Moors counterbalanced 
his heretical partiality for the children of Jacob. 

It chanced that the good knight was present at the siege 
of Xixona in Andalusia, entering the breach first, according 
to his wont, and slaying, with his own hand, the Moorish 
lieutenant of the town, and several hundred more of its 
unbelieving defenders. He had very nearly done for the 
Alfaqui, or governor— a veteran warrior with a crooked 
scimitar and a beard os white as snow->but a couple of 
hundred of the Alfaqui's Iwdyguard flung themselves betwoen 
Ivanhoe and their chief, and the old fellow escaped with 
his life, leaving a handful of his beard in the grasp of the 
English knight. The strictly military business being done, 
and such of the garrison os did not escape put, as by right, 
to the sword, the good knight. Sir Wilfrid of Ivanhoe, took 
no further part in the proceedings of the conquerors of that 
in-fitted pl^. A scene of horrible massacre and frightful 
reprisals ensued, and the Christian warriors, hot with victory^ 
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and flushed with slaughter, were, it is to be feared, as 
savage in their hour of triumph as ever their heathen 
enemies bad been. 

Among the most violent and least scrupulous was the 
ferocious Knight of Saint Jago, Don Beltran de Cuchilla y 
Trabuco y Espada y Espelon. Raging through the van- 
quished city like a demon, he slaughtered indiscriminately 
all Uioso infidels of botli sexes wliose wealth did not tempt 
him to a ransom, or whose beauty did not reserve them 
for more frightful calamities than death. The slaughter 
over, Don Beltran took up his quarters in the Albaycen, 
where the Alfaqui had lived who had so narrowly escaped 
the sword of Ivanhoe; but the wealth, the treasure, the 
slaves, and the family of the fugitive chieftain were left 
in possession of the conqueror of Xixona. Among the 
treasures, Don Beltran recognised with a savage joy the 
coat-armours and ornaments of many brave and unfortunate 
coihpanions-in-arms who had fallen in the fatal battle of 
Alarcos. The sight of those bloody relics added fury to 
his cruel disposition, and served to steel a heart already 
but little disposed to sentiments of mercy. 

Three days after the sack and plunder of the place, Don 
Beltran was seated in the hall-court lately occupied by the 
proud Alfaqui, lying in his dixiin, dressed in bis rich robes, 
the fountains playing in the centre, the slaves of the Moor 
ministering to his scarred and rugged Christian c*onqueror. 
Some fanned him with peacocks' pinions, some danced before 
him, some sang Moors' melodics to the plaintive notes of a 
guxla, one — it was the only daughter of the Moor's old age, 
the young Zutulbe, a rosebud of beauty — sat weeping in a 
comer of the gilded ball 1 weej^ng for her slain brethren, the 
pride of Moslem chivaliy, whose heads were blackening in the 
blazing sunshine on the portals without, and for her father, 
whose home bad been thus made desolate. 

He and his guest, the English knight Sir Wilfrid, were 
^^playing at chess, a favourite amusement with the chivalry of 
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the period, when a messenger was announced from Valencia, 
to treat, if possible, for thenansom of the remaining part of 
the Alfaqui's family. A grim smile lighted up Don Bdtran's 
features as he bade the black slave admi t the messenger. He 
entered. By his costume it was at once seen that the bearer 
of the flag of truce was a Jew— -the people were employed 
continually then as ambassadors between the two races at 
war in Spain, 

I come,” said the old Jew (in a voice which made Sir 
Wilfrid start), "'from my Lord the Alfaqui to my noble 
sefior, the invincible Don Beltran de Cuchilla, to treat for 
the ransom of the Moor's only daughter, the child of his old 
age and the pearl of his affection.” 

"A pearl is a valuable jewel, Hebrew. What does the 
Moorish dog bid for her ? ” asked Don Beltran, still smiling 
grimly. 

“The Alfaqui offers 100,000 dinars, twenty-four horses 
with their caparisons, twenty-four suits of pIate>armour, and 
diamonds and rubies to the amount of x, 000, 000 dinars.^' 

“ Ho, slaves I ” roared Don Beltran, “ show the Jew my 
treasury of gold. How many hundred thousand pieces are 
there?” And ten enormous chests were produced in which 
the accountant counted 1000 bags of 1000 dirhems each, and 
displayed several caskets of jewels containing such a treasure 
of rubies, smaragds, diamonds, and jacinths, as made the eyes 
of the aged ambassador twinkle with avarice. 

“ How many horses are there in my stable?" continued 
Don Beltran ; and Muley, the master of the horse, numbered 
three hundred fully caparisoned ; and there was, likewise, 
armour of the richest sort for as many cavaliers, who foUowod 
the banner of this doughty captain. 

“1 want neither money nor armour,” said the ferocious 
knight ; “ tell this to the Alfaqui, Jew. And I will keep the 
child, his daughter, to serve the messes for my dogs, and clean 
the liters for my scullions.” 

** Deprive not the old man of liis child,” here interposed^ 
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the Knight of Ivanhoe ; "bethink thee, brave Don Beltran, 
she is but an infant in years.” 

"She is my captive, Sir Knight,” replied the surly Don 
Beltran ; " I will do with my own as becomes me.” 

*' Take aoo,ooo dirhems ! *' cried the Jew ; " more 1 any- 
thing ! The Alfaqui will give his life for his child I ” 

" Come hither, Zutulbe I — come hither, thou Moorish 
pearl I ” yelled the ferocious warrior ; "come closer, my pretty 
black-eycd houri of heathenesse 1 Host beard the name of 
Beltran de Espada y Trabuco ? ” 

" There were three brothers of that name at Alarcos, and 
my brothers slew the Christian dogs ! " said the proud young 
girl, looking boldly at Don Beltran, who foamed with rage. 

" The Moors butchered my mother and her little ones, at 
midnight in our castle of Murcia,” Beltran said. 

"Thy father Bed like a craven, as thou didst, Don 
Beltran ! ” cried the high-spirited girl. 

" By Saint Jago, this is too much ! ” screamed the infuriated 
noblcmc^n ; and the next moment there was a shriek, and the 
maiden fell to the ground with Don Beltran’s dagger in her side. 

" Death is better than dishonour 1 ” cried the child, rolling 
on the blood-stained marble pavement, "I — I spit upon 
thee, dog of a Christian 1 ” and with this, and with a savage 
laugh, she fell back and died. 

" Bear back this news, Jew, to the Alfaqui,” howled the 
Don, spurning the beauteous corpse with his foot. "I 
would not have ransomed her for all the gold in Barbary ! ” 
And shuddering, the old Jew left the apartment, which 
Ivanhoe quitted likewise. 

When they were in the outer court, the knight said to the 
Jew, " Isaac of York, dost thou not know me?” and threw 
back bis hood, and looked at the old man. 

The old Jew stared wildly, rushed forward, as if to seise his 
hand, then started back, trembling convulavely, and clutch- 
ing his withered hands over his face, said» with a burst of grief, 

Sir Wilfred of Ivanhoe !— no, no 1—1 do not know thee I ” 
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**Holy Mother! what has chanced?” said Ivanhoe. in 
his turn becoming ghastly pale ; ** where is thy daughter — 
where is Rebecca ? ” 

“ Away from me 1 ” said the old Jew, tottering. Away ! 
Rebecca is — dead ! ” 

When the Disinherited Knight heard that fatal announce- 
ment, he fell to the ground senseless, and was for some days 
os one perfectly distraught witli He took no nourish- 

ment and uttered no word. For weeks he did not relapse 
out of his moody silence, Jind when he came partially to 
himself again, it was to bid his people to horse, in a hollow 
voice, and to make a foray against the Moors. Day after 
day he issued out against these infidels, and did nought but 
slay and slay. He took no plunder as otlier knights did, 
but left that to his followers ; he uttered no war-cry, as was 
the manner of chivalry, and he gave no quarter, insomuch 
that the '* silent knight ” became the dread of all the 
Paynims of Granada and Andalusia, and more fell by bis 
lance than by that of any the most clamorous captains of 
the troops in arms against them. Thus the tide of battle 
turned, and the Arab historian, El Makary, recounts how, 
at the great battle of Al Akab, called by the Spaniards Las 
Navas, the Christians retrieved their defeat at Alorcos, and 
absolutely killed half a million of Mahometans. Fifty thou- 
sand of these, of course, Don Wilfrid took to his own lance ; 
and it was remarked that the melancholy warrior seemed 
somewhat more easy in spirits after that famous feat of arms. 


CHAPTER VII. 

The End of tbe Performanu. 

In a short time the terrible Sir Wilfrid of Ivanhoe had 
killed oflF so many of the Moors, that though those un- 
believing miscreants poured continual reinforcements irJIo 
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Spain from Barbary, they could make no head against the 
Christian forces, and in fact came into battle quite dis- 
couraged at the notion of meeting the dreadful silent knight. 
It was commonly believed amongst them, that the famous 
Malek Ric, Richard of England, the conqueror of Saladin, 
had come to life again, and was battling in the Spanish 
hosts<~lhat this, his second life, was a charmed one, and his 
body inaccessible to blow of scimitar or thrust of spear— 
that after battle he ate the hearts and drank the blood of 
many young Moors for his supper : a thousand wild legends 
were told of Ivanhoe, indeed, so that the Morisco warriors 
came half vanquished into the field, and fell an easy prey to 
the Spaniards, who cut away among them without mercy. 
And although none of the Spanish historians whom 1 have 
consulted make mention of Sir Wilfrid as the real author of 
the numerous triumphs which now graced the arms of the 
good cause, this is not in the least to be wondered at, in a 
nation that has always been notorious for bragging, and for 
the non-payment of their debts of gratitude as of their other 
obligations, and that writes histories of the Peninsular war 
wth the Emperor Napoleon, without making the slightest 
mention of His Grace the Duke of Wellington, or of the 
part taken by British valour in that transaction. Well, 
it must be confessed, on the other hand, that we brag 
enough of our fathers' feats in those campaigns : but this is 
not the subject at present under consideration. 

To be brief, Ivanhoe made such short work with the 
unbelievers, that the monarch of Aragon. King Don Jayme, 
saw himself speedily enabled to besiege the city of Valencia, 
the last stronghold which the Moons had in his dominions, 
and garrisoned by many thousands of those infidels under 
the cennmand of their King Aboo Abdallah Mahommed, 
son of Yakoob-al-MansoOr. The Atabtan historian El 
Makary gives a full account of the military precautions 
taken by Aboo Abdallah to defend his ; but as I do not 
to make a parade of my learning, or to write a costume 
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novel, 1 shall pretermit any description of the city under its 
Moorish governors. 

Besides the Turks who inhabited it, there dwelt within its 
walls great store of those of the Hebrew nation, who were 
always protected by the Moots during their unbelieving 
reign in Spain ; and who were, as we very well know, the 
chief physicians, the chief bankers, the chief statesmen, the 
chief artists and musicians, the chief everything, under the 
Moorish kings. Thus it is not surprising that the HebreWs, 
having their money, their liberty, their teeth, their lives, secure 
under the Mahometan domination, should infinitely prefer it 
to the Christian sway ; beneath which they were liable to be 
deprived of every one of these benefits. 

Among these Hebrews of Valencia, lived a very ancient 
Israelite — no other than Isaac of York before mentioned, 
who came into Spain with his daughter, soon after Ivanhoe's 
marriage, in the third volume of the first part of this bistoiy. 
Isaac was respected by his people for the money which he 
possessed, and his daughter for her admirable good qualities, 
her beauty, her charities, and her remarkable medical skill 

The young Emir Aboo Abdallah was so struck by her 
charms, that though she was considerably older than his 
Highness, he offered to marry her, and instal her as Number 
I of his wives ; and Isaac of York would not have objected 
to the union (for such mixed marriages were not uncommon 
between the Hebrews and Moors in those days), but Rebecca 
firmly yet respectfully declined the proposals of the prince, 
saying that it was impossible she should unite herself with a 
man of a creed different to her own. 

Although Isaac was, probably, not over well pleased at 
losing this c^nce of being father-indaw to a Royal Highness, 
yet as he passed among his people for a very strict character, 
and there were in his family several rabbis of great reputa- 
tion and severity of conduct, the old gentleman was silenced 
by this objection of Rebecca's, and the young lady herself 
applauded relatives for her resolute behaviour. She 
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took their congratulatioos in a very frigid manner, and said 
that it was her wish not to marry at all, but to devote herself 
to the practice of medicine altogether, and to helping the 
sick and needy of her people. Indeed, although she did not 
go to any public meetings, she was as benevolent a creature 
as the world ever saw ; the poor blessed her wherever they 
knew her, and many benefited by her who guessed not whence 
her gentle bounty came. 

But there are men in Jewry who admire beauty, and, as I 
have even heard, appreciate money too, and Rebecca had 
such a quantity of both, that all the most desirable bachelors 
of the people w'crc ready to bid for her. Ambassadors came 
from all quarters to propose for her. Her own unde, the 
venerable Ben Solomons, with a beard as long as a Cashmere 
goat’s, and a reputation for learning and piety which still lives 
in his nation, quarrelled with his son Moses, the red-haired 
diamond merchant of Trebizond, and his son Simeon, the bald 
bill-broker of Bagdad, each putting in a claim for their 
cousin, Ben Minories came from London and knelt at her 
feet; Ben Jochanun arrived from Paris, and thought to dazzle 
her with the latest waistcoats from the Palais Royal ; and Ben 
Jonah brought her a present of Dutch herrings, and besought 
her to come back and be Mrs. Ben Jonah at the Hague. 

Rebecca temporised as best she might She thought her 
uncle was too old. She besought dear Moses and dear 
Simeon not to quarrel w ith each other, and offend their father 
by pressing their suit. Ben Minories from London, she 
said, was too young, and Jochanan from Paris, she pointed 
out to Isaac of York, must be a spendthrift, or he woulcl not 
wear those absurd waistcoats. As for Ben Jonah, she said 
she could not bear the notion of tobacco and Dut^ bjsrrings ; 
she wished to stay with her papa, her dear papa. In fine, 
she invented a thousand excuses for delay, and it was plain 
that marriage was odious to her. The only man whom she 
received with anything like favour, was young Bevis Marks 
of London, with whom slie was very fmnilior. But BeVis 
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bad come to her with a certain tolten that had been given to 
him by an English knight» who saved him from a faggot to 
which the ferocious Hospitall^* Fotko of Heydenbratcn was 
about to condemn him. It was but a ring, with an emenddl 
in it, that Bcvis knew to be sham, and not worth a groat. 
Rebecca khew about the value of jewels too ; but ah 1 she 
valued this one more than all the diamonds in Prestcr John’s 
turban. She kissed it ; she cried over it ; she wore it in her 
bosom always ; and when she knelt down night and morning, 
she held it betw^ecn her folded hands on her neck. . . . 
Young Bevis Marks went away finally no better off than the 
others ; the rascal sold to the King of France a handsome 
ruby, the very size of the bit of glass in Rebecca’s ring ; but 
he always said be would rather have had her than ten thou« 
sand pounds ; and very likely he would, for it was known 
^ would at once have a plum to her fortune. 

These delays, however, could not continue for ever; and 
at a great family meeting held at Passover-time, Rebecca 
was solemnly ordered to choose a husband out of the gentle- 
men there present ; her aunts pointing out the great kindness 
which had been shown to her by her father, in permitting 
her to choose for herself. One aunt was of the Solomon 
faction, another aunt took Simeon’s side, a third most vener- 
able old lady — the bead of the family, and a hundred and 
forty-four years of age — was ready to pronounce a curse upon 
her, and cast her out, unless she married before the month 
was over. All the jewelled heads of all the old ladies in 
council, all the beards of all the family, wagged against her : 
it must have been an awful sight to witness. 

At last, then, Rebecca was forced to speak. Kinsmen t " 
she said, turning pale, "when the Prince Abou AbcUl asked 
me in marriage, 1 told you 1 would not wed but wiUi one of 
my own Caith.” 

" She has turned Turk,” screamed out the ladies. " She 
wonu to be a princess, and has turned Turk,’* roared the 
lab^ 



REBECCA AND ROWENA. 


19a 

“Well, well,” said Isaac, in rather an appeased tone, 
“let us hear what the poor girl has got to say. Do you 
want to marry His Royal Highness, Rebecca? Say the 
word, yes or na" 

Another groan burst from the rabbis— they cried, shrieked, 
chattered, gesticulated, furious to lose such a prize ; as were 
the women, that she should reign over them a second Esther. 

“ Silence.” cried out Isaac; “let the girl speak. Speak 
boldly, Rebecca dear, there’s a good girl.” 

Rebecca was as pale as u stone. She folded her arms on 
her breast, and felt the ring there. She looked round all 
the assembly, and then at Isaac. “ Father,” she said, in a 
thrilling low steady voice, “ I am not of your religion — 1 am 
not of the Prince Boabdil’s religion — I— I am of Ais religion.” 

“ His I whose, in the name of Moses, girl? ” cried Isaac. 

Rebecca clasped her hands on her beating chest and 
looked round with dauntless eyes. “ Of his,” she said, “ who 
saved my life and your honour : of my dear dear champion’s. 
I never can be his, but I will be no other's. Give ray money 
to iny kinsmen ; it is that they long for. Take the dross, 
Simeon and Solomon, Jonah and Jochanan, and divide it 
among you, and leave me. I will never be yours. I tell 
you, never. Do you think, after knowing him and hearing 
him speak, — after watching him wounded on his pillow, and 
glorious in battle ” (her eyes melted and kindled again as she 
spoke these words), “I can mate w'ith such nsjfouf Go. 
Leave me to myself. I am none of yours. I love him — I 
love him. Fate divides us— long long miles separate us; 
and I know we may never meet again. But I love and bless 
him always. Yes, always. My prayers arc bis ; my futh is 
his. Yes, my faith is your faith, Wilfrid— Wilfrid I I have 
no kindred more— I am a Christian I ” 

At this last word there was such a row in the assembly, 
as my feeble pen w^ould in vain endeavour to depict Old 
Isaac staggered back in a fit, and nobody took the least 
notice of him. Groans, corses, yells of men, of 
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women, filled the room with such a furious jabbering, as 
might have appalled any heart less stout than Rebecca's ; but 
that brave woman was prepared for all ; expecting, and per- 
haps hoping, that death would be her instant lot. There 
was but one creature who pitied her, and that was her cousin 
and father’s clerk, little ^n Davids, who was but thirteen, 
and had only just begun to carry a bag, and whose crying 
and boo-hooing, as she finished speaking, was drowned in 
the screams and maledictions of the elder Israelites. Ben 
Davids was madly in love with his cousin (as boys often arc 
with ladies of twice their age), and he had presence of mind 
suddenly to knock over the large brazen lamp on the table, 
which illuminated the angry conclave ; then, whispering to 
Rebecca to go up to her own room and lock herself in, or 
they would kill her else, he took her hand and led her out. 

From that day she disappeared from among her people. 
The poor and the ,wtetch<^ missed her, and asked for her in 
vain. Had any violence been done to her, the poorer Jews 
would have risen and put all Isaac’s family to death ; and 
besides, her old flame, Ihince Boal^dil, would have also been 
exceedingly wrathful She was not killed then, but, so to 
speak, buried alive, and locked up in Isaac’s back-kitchen : 
an apartment into which scarcely any light entered, and 
where she was fed upon scanty portions of the most mouldy 
bread and water. Little Ben Davids was the only person 
who visited her, and her sole consolation was to talk to him 
about Ivanboc, and how good and bow gentle be was ; how 
brave and how true; and how he slew the tremendous 
knight of the Templars, and how be married a lady whom 
Rebecca scarcely thought worthy of him, but with whom she 
prayed he might be happy ; and of what colour his eyes 
were, and what were the arms on his shield — viz. , a tree with 
the word '^Desdichado'* written underneath, &c. &c. &c. : 
an ^ich talk would not have interested little Davids, had it 
oome from anybody dse’s mouth, but to which he never tired 
of listening as it fell from her sweet lips. 
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So, in fact, when old Isaac of York came to negotiate 
with Don Beltran de Cuchtlla for the ransom of the AUaqui's 
daughter of Xixona, our dearest Rebecca was no more dead 
than you and I ; and it was in his rage and fury againsf 
Ivanhoc that Isaac told that cavalier the falsebo^ which 
caused the knight so much pain and such a prodigious deal 
of bloodshed to the Moors : and who knows, trivial as it 
may seem, whether it wiis not that very circumstance which 
caused the destruction in S{)ain of the Moorish power? 

Although Isiuxc, wc may be sure, never told his daughter 
that Tvanhoe had cast up again, ycl Master Ben Davids did, 
who heard it from his employer; and he saved Rebecca’s 
life by communicating the intelligence, for the poor thing 
would have infallibly perished but for this good news. Sh<j 
had now been in prison four years three months and twenty- 
four days, during which time she had partaken of nothing 
but bread and w'ater (except $uch oocasional titbits as 
Davids could bring her — ^and these w'cre few indeed; for 
old Isaac was always a curmudgeon, and seldom had more 
than a pair of eggs for his own and David’s dinner) ; and 
site w'as languishing away, when the news came suddenly 
to revive her. Then, though in the darkness you could not 
sec her cheeks, they began to bloom again : tlien her heart 
began to beat and her blood to How, and she kissed the 
ring on her neck a thousand times a day at least ; and her 
constant question was, ** Ben Davids ! Ben Davids 1 when 
IS he coming to besiege Valencia?” She knew he would 
come: and, indeed, the Christians were encamped before 
the town ere a month was over. 


And now. my dear boys atid girls, I think I perceive 
behind that dark scene of the back-kilcheii (wbi<di is juSt a 
»mple flat, painted stone-colour, that shifts in a minute) 
bright streaks of light flastflug out, as though they were 
preparing a most brilliant, gorgeous, and altogether daeding 
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flHimlitation, with effects never before attempted on any 
stage. Yes. the fairy In the pretty pink tights and spangled 
muslin is getting into the brilliant revolving chariot of the 
realms of bliss. Yes. most of the fiddlers and trumpets 
have gone round from the orchestra to join in the grand 
triumphal procession, where the whole strength of com* 
pany is already assembled, arrayed in costumes of Moorish 
and Christian chivalry, to celebrate the "Terrible Escalade, 
the "Rescue of Virtuous Innocence ’'—the "Grand Entry 
of the Christians into Valencia” — "Appearance of the 
Fi^iry Day-Star,” and "Unexampled displays of pyrotech- 
nic festivity." Do you not, I say, perceive that we are 
come to the end of our history; and, after n quantity of 
rapid and icrrific fighting, brilliant change of scenery, and 
songs, appropriate or otherwise, are bringing our hero and 
heroine together? Who wants n long scene at the lost? 
Mammas are putting the girls' cloaks and boas on ; papay 
have gone out to look for the carriage, and left tlie bo3C« 
door swinging open^ and letting in the cold air: if there 
7cere any stage conversation, you could not hear it for the 
scuffling of the people who are leaving the pit. See, the 
orHnge-women are preparing to retire. To-morrow their 
play-bills will be as so much waste-paper— -so will some of 
our masterpieces, woe is me: but lo! here we come to 
Scene the Last, and Valencia is besieged and captured by 
the Christians. 

Who is the first on the wall, and who hurls down the 
green standard of the Prophet ? Who chops off the head 
of the Emir Aboo What-d'ye-call-'im, just as the latter has 
cut over the cruel Don Beltran dc CucbUla y ? Who, 
attracted to the Jewish quarter by the shrieks of the inhabi- 
tants who are bdng slain by the Christian soldiery, and by 
a little boy by the name of Ben Davids, who recognises the 
knight 1^ bis shield, finds Isaac of York on a thres- 
hetd, and dasping a large back-kitchen key? Who but ^ 
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Ivanhoe-~who but Wilfrid? "An Ivanhoe to the rescue/* 
he bellows out: he has heard that news (rom little Ben 
Davids which makes him sing. And who is it that comes 
out of the house— trembling — panting— with her arms out— 
in a white dress— with her hair down— who is it but dear 
Rebecca? Look, they rush together, and Master Wamba 
is waving an immense banner over them, and knocks down 
a circumambient Jew with a ham, which he happens to 
have m his pocket. ... As for Relxjcca, now her head is 
laid upon Ivanhoc's heart, 1 shall not ask to hear what she 
is whispering, or descrilie further that scene of meeting; 
though I declare I am quite affected when I think of it. 
Indeed I have thought of it any time these five-and -twenty 
years — ever since, as a boy at school, I commenced the 
noble study of novels — ever since the day when, lying on 
sunny slopes of half-holidays, the fair chivalrous figures and 
beautiful shapes of knights and ladies were visible to me— 
ever since I grew to love Rebecca, that sweetest creature of 
the poet’s fancy, and longed to sec her righted. 

That she and Ivanhoe were married, follows of course; 
for Row’ena's promise extorted from him was, that he would 
never wed a Jewess, and a better Christian than Rebecca 
now was never said her catechism. Married I am sure they 
were, and adopted little Cedric; but I don’t think they 
had any other children, or were subsequently very boister- 
ously happy. Of some sort of happiness melancholy is a 
characteristic, and 1 think these were a solemn pair, and 
died rather early. 
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PRELUDE. 

I T happened ihat the unJersij^ned spent the last Christmas 
season in a foreign city wbcie there were many iiriglisli 
children. 

In that city, if you x^anted to gixe a child's party, you 
could not even get a magic-l-sntcrn or buy Txvcllth-biight 
characters — those funny painted pictures of the King, the 
Qiieen, the Lover, the Lady, the Dandy, the Captain, and 
so on — \K’ith whicli our young ones are wont to recreate 
themselves at this festive time. 

My friend Miss Hunch, who was governess of a large 
family that lived in the piano nohile of the house inhabited 
by myself and my young charges (it was the Pala/zo 
Poniatowski at Koine, and Messrs. Spillmann, two of the 
best pastrycooks in Christendom, have their shop on the 
gronnd'floor) : Miss Bunch, I say, begged me to draw a 
set of Twelfth-Kight characters for the ainusemciit of our 
young people. 

She is a h,iy of great fancy and droll imagination, and 
having looked at the characters, she and 1 composed a history 
about tbcm« which was recited to the little folks at night, 
and served as our Fiansioc Paktouime, 

Our {uvenile audience wis amused by the adventures of 
Oiglio and Bulbo, Rosalba and Angelica, t am bound to 
say the fate of the Hall Porter created a considerable sensa^^ 
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tion; and the wrath of Countess Gruiranu£r was received 
with extreme pleasure, 

"If these children are pleased, thought I, why should n^t 
others be amused also'> In a few days Dr. Btreh's young 
friends will be expected to re-assemble at Rodwell Regis, 
where they ^ill learn everything that is useful, S|^ Under 
the eyes of careful ushers continue the business ijf their 
htcic li\es. 

But, in the nicanw'hile, and for a brief holiday, let us laugh 
and be as pleasant as wc can. And >ou elder folk — a httk 
)oking, and dancing, and fooling will do esen }ou no harm. 
The author wishes you a merry Christmas, and welcomes 
3QU to the Fireside Pantomime. 

M. A. TITMARSH. 


December y 1854 



THE ROSE AND THE RING. 


I. 

Shows b<m.‘ the Royal Family sak dotun to Breakfast, 

T his is Valoroso XXIV., King of Paflagonia, seated 
veili his Queen and only child at their Royal break- 
fast^table, and receiving the letter which announces to> His 
Majesty a proposed visit from Prince Bulbo, hdr of Padella, 
feigning King of Crim Tartary. Remark the delight upon 
, the monarch's Royal features. He is so absorbed in the 
l>e|iiisal of the King of Crim Tartary 's letter, that he allows 
. eggs'to get cold, and leaves his august muffins untasted. 


14 HOVAt rOLKS AT BREAKFAST TIME. 

^'What! that wicked, brave, delightful Prince Btilbo!" 
.tries Princess Angelica; “so handsome, so accomplished, 
so witty, —the conqueror of Rimbonlbamento, where he slew 
ten thousand giants ! *’ 

“Who told you of him, my dear?" asks His Majesty. 

“A little bird," says Angelica. 

“ Poor Giglio ! " says Mamma, pouring out the tea. 

“ Bother Giglio ! " cries Angelica, tossing up her head, 
which rustled with a tlumsand curbpafjcrs. 

“ I wish," growls the King — “ I wjsh Giglio was"— 

“Was better? Yes, dear, he is Iwttcr," says the Queen. 
“ Angelic.a's little maid, Betsinda, told me so when she came 
to my room this morning with my early U'a." 

“ Yop arc always drinking tea," said the monarch, with 
a scowl. 

“It is better than drinking port or brandy-and-water," 
replies Her Majesty. 

“ Well, well, my dear, I only said you W'ere fond of drink- 
ing tea," said the King of Paflagonia, with an effort as if to 
command his temper. “ Angelica ! I hope you have plenty 
of new dresses ; your milliners' bills are long enough. My 
dear Queen, you must see and have some parties. I prefer 
dinners, but of course you w ill be for balls. Your everlasting 
“ blue velvet quite tires me : and, my love, 1 should like you 
to have a new necklace. Order one. Not more than a 
hundred or a hundred and fifty thousand pounds," 

“ And Giglio, dear?" says the Queen, 

“ GlOLK) MAY GO TO THE 

“Oh, sir," screams Her Majesty. “ Yotir own nephew! 
our late King's only son." 

“ Giglio may go to the tailor's, and order the bills to be 
sent in to Glumboso to pay. Confound him I I mean bless 
his dear heart. He need want for nothing; give him a 
couple of guineas for pocket-money, my dear ; and yon may 
as well order yourself bracelets, while you are abemi lito 
t necklace, Mrs. V." 
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Her, Majesty, or Mrs, V,, as the monarch facetiousty 
called her (for even Royalty will have its sfiort. and this 
august family were very much aitached), embraced her 
husband, and, twining her arm round her daughter’s waist, 
they quitted the breakfast'room in order to make all things 
ready for the princely stranger. 

When they were gone, the smile that had lighted up the 
eyes of the husbatid and father fled — the pride of the King 
fled — the man was alone. Had I the pen of a G. P. R. 
James, I would describe Valoroso’s torments in the choicest 
language ; in which I would also depict his flashing eye, liis 
distended nostril— his drying-gown, pocket-handkerchief,’ 
and Ijoots. But 1 need not say I have not the pen of that 
novelist ; suflicc it to say, Valoroso was alone. 

He rushed to the cupho.\rd. seizing from the table one of 
the many egg-cuf>s with which his princely lx»ard w'as served 
for the matin meal, drew out a bottle of right NanU or 
Cognac, filled and emptied the cup several times, and laid 
it down with a hoarse “Ha, ha, ha! now' Valoroso is a 
man again.” 

*' But oh ! " he went on (still sipping, I am sorry to say), 
“ere 1 was a king, I needed not this intoxicating draught ; 
once I detested the hot brandy wine, and quaffed no .other 
fount but nature's rill. It dashes not more quickly o’er the 
rocks, than 1 did, as, with blunderbuss in hand, 1 brushed 
away the early morning dew, and shot the partridge, snipe, 
or antlered deer 1 Ah I well may England’s dramatist 
remark, ' Uneasy lies the head that wears a crown ! ’ Why 

did I sicail my nephew’s, my young Giglio’s Steal 1 

said I ? No. no, no, not steal, not steal. Let me withdraw 
that odious expression. I took, and on my manly head X 
set, the Royal crown of Paflagonia ; I took, and with my 
Royal arm 1 wield, the sceptral rod of Paflagonia ; 1 took, 
and in my outstretched hand 1 hold, the Royal orb of 
i^a0|igQnia I Could a poor boy, a snivelling, drivelling bey— 
who was in his nurse’s arms but yesterday, and cried for sugary 
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plums and puled for pap— bear up the awful weight of 
crown, orb, sceptre? gird on the sword my Royal Others 
wore, and meet in light,the tough Crimean foe?" 

And then the monarch went on to argue in his own mind 
(though we need not say that blank verse is not argument) 
that what he had got it was his duty to keep, and that, if at 
one time he had entertained ideas of a -certain restitution, 
which shall l>e nameless, tlic prospect by a certain marriage 
of#uniting two crowns and two nations which had been 
engaged in bloody and expensive wars, as the Pafiagonians 
and the Crimeans had been, put the idea of Giglio's resto- 
ration to the throne out of the question : nay. were his own 
brother, King SaA'io, alive, he would cerUiinly will away, the 
crown from his own son in order to bring about such a 
desirable union. 

Thus easily do we deceive ourselves ! Thus do we fancy 
what we wish is right 1 The King look courage, read the 
papers, finished his muffins and eggs, and rang the bell for 
his Prime Minister. The Queen, after thinking whether she 
should go up and sec Giglio. who had been sick, thought 
*' Not now. Bxisincss first ; pleasure afierw'ards, I will go 
and six dear Giglio this Afternoon ; and now 1 will drive to 
the jewetler’s, to look for the necklace and bracelets." The 
Princess went up into her own room, and made Betsinc^, 
her maid, bring out all her dresses ; and as for Giglio, they 
foigot him as much as I forget what I had for dinner last 
Tuesday twelvemonth. 
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II. 

-How King Valoroso got the Crott*«, attd Prince OtgUo ifriit 
mthoul. 

Paflagovia, ten or twentj thousaiul yenrs ago, ♦'ippcnrs to 
have been one of those kingdoms where ilie laws of succession 
were not settled ; for wlien King Savio died, leaving his 
iMTOther Regent of the kingdom, and guardian of Savio’s 
orphan infant, this unfaithful regent took no sort of regard 
of the late monarch's will ; had himself proclaimed sovereign 
of Paflagonia under the title of King Valoroso XXIV., had 
a most splendid coronation, and ordered a1) the nobles of 
the kingdom to pay him homage. So long as Valoroso 
gave them plenty of balls at Court, plenty of money and 
lucrative places, the Paflagonian nobility did not care who 
king ; and, as for the people, in those early times they 
were equally indifferent. The Prince GigUo, by reason of 
his tender age at his Royal father's death, did not feel the 
loss of bis crown and empire. As long as he bad plenty of 
toys and sweetmeats, a holiday hve times a week, and d 
horse and gun to go out shooting when be grew a little 
. older, aiid. above all, the company of his darling eousin, 

* the King's only child, poor Giglio was perfectly contented ; 
nor did he envy his uncle the Royal robes and sceptre, the 
great, hot, tmeomfortable throne of state, and the enormous 
cumbersome crown in which that monarch appeared from 
^ morning till night. King Valoroso’s portrait has been left 
SO nsi and 1 think you will agree with Ine that he ttmst hav)|^ 




No dotiln, the Queen must have been lovely in her youth ; 
for though slie grew rather stout in after life, yet her ftatureaii 
shown in her portrait, are ccitainly Xf die WKS 




^they«>ng1>Hnce-s «-n.con*,l«lh«r^fby^JS 
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10 his throne, and shore it with his cousin, whom he loved 
so fondly. 

The Prime Minister was Glumboso. an old statesman, 
who most cheerfully swore fidelity to King Valoroso,and in 
whose hands tlic monarch left all the affairs of his kingdom. 
All Valoroso wanted was plenty of money, plenty of hunting, 
plenty of flattery, and as little trouble as possible. As 
long as he h.ad his sport, this monarch cared little bow his 
pcopfr paid for it : he engaged in some wars, and of course 
the Paflagonian newspaixrs announced that he gained pro- 
digious victories : lie had statues erected to himself in every 
city of the empire ; and of course his pictures placed every- 
where, .and in all tlie print-shops: he was Valoroso the 
Magnanimous, Valoroso the Victorious, Valoroso the Great, 
and so forth ; — for even in these early times, courtiers and 
people khew how to flatter. 

ITiis Royal pair had one only child, the Princess Angelica, 
who, you may be sure, was a paragon in the courtiers* eyes, 
in her parents', and her owm. It was said she had the 
longest hair, the largest eyes, the slimmest waist, the 
smallest foot, and the most lovely complexion of any young 
lady in the Paflagonian dominions. Her accomplishments 
W'cre announced to be even superior to her beauty; and 
governesses used to sliame their idle pupils by telling them 
what Princess Angelica could do. She could play the most 
difficult pieces of music at sight. She could answer any 
one of ^faft^naifs Questions. She knew every date in the 
history of l^agonia, and every other country. She knew 
French, English, Italian, German, Spanish, Hebrew, Greeks 
I-atin, Capjjadocian, Samoihracian, ,/Egcan. and Crim Tar-J^ 
tar. In a word, she was a most accomptidied yctmg 
creature ; and her governess and lady-in-waiting was the 
severe Countess Gruffiinuffi > 

Would you not fancy, from this picture, that Orxdlanulf 
must have been a person of the highest birth? looks' 
^30 haughty that 1 should have thought her a Princess at 1^^ 
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^ least, with a than many' other 



™.tv Princess, and her Umband had been 
Her Majesty was ®\y ^ Osaffeartout. ^ 

lic^ footman ; this Mts, Gruffanuff. by 

^ yoa h« Royal «*««»' 
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womaii) and Her Majesty gave her a title, and made her 
nursery governess to the I'nncess 

And now I must ull you ibout the Pnnccsss learning 
and aecoriiplishtrit tits for uhicli she bad such a wonderful 
eharacttr Clever Angelua certain]> was but as tdU as 
possible 1 1 IV It sight indeed 1 she could pity one or two 
pieces intl*prettnd th it she hid neier seen them before, 
she could answir h ilf i do/cn Af in squall s Quesiton* , but 
then you must t iXe < ir< to isk tin nt^ki ones As for her 
liriguigt sit hid 111 tsteis in plet v but I doubt whether 
she kill vv moil- thin few phriaes in cnh for all her 
preienci ind is for Jii r tnibroidfry ami h< r dravsing sJie 
showed bciutihil sjKeimens it is true Init loho did th4.mf 
I his obliges me to tell the truth and to do so I must 
go b'lek ever so far, and tell >ou about the 1 AJRY Black- 
sriCK 
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III. 

Tells tvbd ibe fairy flackslich snts, and who were ever so many 
Grand Personages besides. 

Between the kingdoms of Paflagonia aiul Oim Tartary 
there lived a mysterious 'personage, who was know'n in 
tliose countries as the Fairy Blackstick, from the ebony 
wauKl or crutch which she carried ; bn which she rode to 
the moon sometimes, or uiion other excursions of business 
or pleasure, and with whicli she tK'rfornicd hei wonders. 

When she was young, and had l^en first taught the art 
of conjuring by the necromancer her father, slie was alw»ays 
practising her skill, whiuing about from one kingdom to 
another upon her black stick, and confening her fairy 
favours upon this Prince or that. She had scores of Royal 
godchildren ; turned numberless wicked people into beasts, 
birds, millstones, clocks, pumps, bootjacks, umbrellas, or 
other absurd shapes ; and in a word was one of the most 
active and officious of the whole College of Fairies. 

Bui after two or three thousand years of this sport, I 
suppose Blacksticlc grew tired of it. Or perhaps, she 
tbooght, What good am 1 doing by sending this Princess 
to sleep for a hundred years? by fixing a black pudding 
on to that booby's nose? by causing diamonds and peads 
to drop from one little girl's mouth, and vipers and toads 
another's? I begin to think I do as much barm as 
good hy my performances. 1 might as well shut my 
ipeantotions up, and allow things to take their natural 
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There were my two young goddaughter, King Snyin's 
wife, and Duke Pndclla's w'ife : I gave them a present, 
which was to render them charming in •the eyes of their 
husbands, and secure the affection of those gentlemen as 
long as Uiey lived. What good did my Rose and my 
.king do these two women ? None on earth. From having 
all their >^hiins indulged by their husbands, they became 
capricious, la/y, ilMiumourcd, absurdly vain, and leered 
an<l languished, and fancied themselves irresistibly beauti- 
ful, when they nett* really quite rdd and hideous, the 
ridiculous crcaluics ! 'J’hry usctl actually to patronise me 
when I went to pay them a visit ; — ffte, the Fairy Hlackstick, 
who knows all the wisdom of the necromancers, and who 
could have turned thorn into baboons, and all their diamonds 
into strings of onions, by a single wave of my rod ! *’ So 
she locked up her Ix^oks in her cupboard, declined further 
magical ix'rformances, and scarcely used her wand at all 
except as a cane to walk about with. 

So when Duke Padellas lady had a little son (the Duke 
was at that lime only one of the principal noblemen in Crim 
Tartary), Dlaekstick, although invited to the ebrisfening, 
would not so much as attend ; but merely sent her com- 
pliments and a silver pipl>oat for the Ixiby which was 
really not worth a couple of guineas, Alx)Ut Uie .same 
time the Qu<x*n of Pallagonia presented His Majesty with 
n son .and ln*ir ; and guns were hrefl, the capital illuminated, 
and no end of feasts ordained to t'clebmtc the young Prince’s 
birth. It was thought the Fair)-, who was asked to be his 
gorl mother, would at least have presented him with an 
invisible jacket, a flying horse, a Fortunraus's purse, Ot 
some other valuable token of her favour, but, instead^ 
Hlackstick w'cnt up to the cradle of the child Gtglto, wh6ft 
cveiybocly was admiring him and complimenting his Koyol 
papa and momma, and said — 

**My poor child, the best thing* ^ 
little mii/arfufta;" and this was aU she would utter, to to 
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cVu^gu^t Of GigliO^S parents, who died very soon adcr, when 
Gigtio^s unok took the thronot os we read in Chapter I. 

In like* manner, when Cavolfiore, King of Criin 
Tanaiy, had a christening of his only child, Rosm^BA, 
the Fairy Blackstick, who had been invited, w'os not more 
graci<^uft than in Prince GigUo’s case. Whilst cver>'body 
was expatiating over the beauty of the darling child, and ^ 
congratulating its parents, the Fairy Blackstick looked very 
sadly at the baby and its mother, and said^ 

“ My good w'oman^(for the Fairy was very familiar, and 
no more minded a Queen than a washerwoman)— my good 
woman, these people who are following you will be tlie first 
to turn against you ; and, as for this little Indy, the l>est 
thing 1 can wish her is a lift/c misfortune." So she touchetl 
Rosalba with her black wand, looked severely at the courtiers, 
motioned the Queen an adieu with her liand, and sailed 
slowly up into (he air out of window'. 

When she was gone, the Court people, who bad l>ecn awed 
and silent in her presence, began to spe^ak. 

" What an odious Fairy she is (they said) —a pretty Fairy, 
indeed I WTiy, she went to the King of Paflagonia s christen- 
ing, and pretended to do all sorts of things for that family : 
and what has happened— the Prince, her godson, has been 
turned off his throne by uncle. Would we allow our 
sweet Princess to be dqjrivcd of her rights by any enemy? 
Never, never, never, never ! ” 

And they all shouted in a chorus, ** Never, never, never, 
never r* 

Now, 1 should like to know, how did these fine courtiers 
show thdr fidelity?. One of King Cavolfiore't vassals, the 
Duke Padclla just mentioned, rebelled against the King, who 
. WjBAt out to chastise his rebcUioas subject. 

** Any one rebel against our beloved and august monarch 1 ** 
th^ed thecouriieri; ; any one resist At wf Pooh! He is in- 
. itreslstible. He will bring home Padella a prjsoner, 

Wild lk him to a donkey’s tail, and drive him round then 
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town, saying, ^Tbis is the way the great Cavolfiore treats 
rcljclh.’ ” 

The King went forth to vanquish PadcUa ; and the i)Oor 
Queen, who was a very timid anxious creature, grew so 
frightened and ill. that I am sorry to say she died ; leaving 
injunctious with her ladies to take care of the dear little 



Rosalba^—Of course they said they would. Of course they 
vowed they would die rather than any harm ^lould bap][>eii 
to the Princess. At fir^t the Crim Tartar Caurt /mrmtl 
stated that the King was obtaining great victories over the 
audacious rebel : then it was announced that the troops of 
the infamous PadcUa were in flight ; then it was said that 
the Royal army would soon come up with the enemy ; and 
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tl>en>--*theik the news came that King Cavolfions was v'an* 
qulshcd and slain by His Majesty King PodcUa the First I 
At this news, lialf the courtiers ran off to pay their duty 
to the conquering chief, and the other half ran away, laying 
hands on all the best articles in the palace ; and poor little 
Rosalba was left there quite alone — quite alone; and she 
toddled from one room to another, ciying, “ Countess ! 
Duchess ! " (only she said “ Tountess, DuUc^ss," not being 
able to speak plain) " bring me my mutton sop; my Koyal 
Highness hungy I Tovintess ! Duttess ! " 

And she went from the private apartments into the throne- 
room, and nobo<ly was there,— and thence into the ball- 
ro<jm, and nobody was there; — and tlience into the pages' 
room, and nobody was there; — and she toddled down the 
great staircase into the hall, and nolxjdy M'as there; — and 
the door was open, and she went into the court, and into 
the garden, and thence info the wilderness, and thence into 
the forest where the wild bt.'asts live, and was never heard of 
any more t 

A piece of her torn maiiilc and one of her shoes were 
found in the wood in the mouths of two lioness's cul>s, 
whom King Padella and a Royal hunting party shot — 
for he was King now', and reigned over Crim I'artary. 

*' So the poor little Princess is done for," said he ; ” well, 
what's done can't Be helped. Gentlemen, let us go to 
luncheon ! " And one of the courtiers took up the shoe and 
put it in his pocket. And there was an end of Rosalba. 
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IV. 

JIow Blackstuk tim not asUd to the Princcis Angelica's 
Cfn litening, 

WhKN the Princess Angelica was horn, her parents not 
only iIkI not ask the hairy Blackstick to the christening 
parly, but gave orders to their poiicr absolutely to refuse 
her if she called. This porters name wtis GnififanufT, and 
he had been selected for the post by their Royal Highnesses 
Ix'ciiusc he was a very tall fierce nuan, viho could say " Not 
at home " to a tradesman or an unwelcome visitor with a 
rudeness which frightened most such (K^rsons away. He 
\\.is the husband of that Countess whose picture we have 
just M'cn, and as long as they wore together they quarrelled 
from morning till night. Now this fellow tried his rudehess 
once loo often, as you shall hear. For the Fairy Blackstick 
coming to cMll upon the Prince and Princess, who were 
actually sitting at the open drawing>room window, GrufT- 
anufT not only denied them, but made the most odious 
vulgar sign as he was going to slam tlie door in the Fairy's 
face ! “Gil aw ay, hold Blackstick I ” said he. “I tell you, 
Master and Missis ain’t at home to you ; " and ke was, as 
W'c have said, going to slam the door. 

Rut the Fairy, w'ith her wand, prevented the door being 
shut ; and Gruffiinuff came out again in a ftxty, swearing In 
the most abominable w'ay, and asking the F^ry whether 
slie thought he was a-going to stay at that there door half 




For, as the Fairy waved her wand over him, be felt him- 
flSlf rising off the ground, and fluttering up against the 
dooir, and then, as. if a screw ran into his stomach, be fielt a 
pain there, and was pinned to the door ; and then 
Ids amms Bev up over his head ; and his legs, after wTithini| 



50 


ALL YE FOOTMEN RUDE AND ROUGH, 


wildly, twisted under his body : and he felt cold, cold 
growing o^er him, as if he was turning into metnl ; and he 
said, “O-'O-Il'm 1 " and could say no mom because he 
was dumb. 

He 7Vas turned into metal ! He was, from being bratettt 
brass / He was neither more nor less than a knocker ! And 
there he was, nailed to the door in the blazing summer day, 
till lie burned almost rcfMiot ; and iliere he w.is. nailed to 
the door all the hitter winter nights, t:U his brass nose w'as 
dropping with icu les. And the postman came and nipped 



at him, and the vailgarest l>ay with a leiicr came and hit him 
up ag.iinst the door. And the King and (Jucen (Princess 
and Prince they wore then) coming home from a w'aJk that 
evening, the King said, "Hullo, my dear! you have had 
a new knocker put on the door. WTiy, it's rather like our 
Porter in the face 1 W'hal has Ixrcome of tliai boozy vaga- 
bond?” And the housemaid came and scrubbed his nose 
with sand-paper ; and once, when the Princess Angellcsa'a 
little Sister was bom, he was tied up in an old kid gloye ; 
and another night, some larking yxiung men tried to wrench 
him off, and put him to the meat excruciating agony with a 
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tarnscrew. And then the Queen had a fancy to have the 
colour of the door altered, and the painters dabbed him 
over the mouth and eyes, and nearly choked him. as they 
painted him pea~greon. I warrant he had leisure to repent 
of having been rude to the Fairy Blackstick ! 

As for his wife, she did not miss him; and as he uns 
always giuzling tiecr at the public-hojisc, and notoriously 
quarrelling with his wife, and in debt to the tradesmen, it 
‘was supposed he had run away from all these evils, and 
emigrated to Australia or America. And when the Prince 
and Princess chose to l>cromo King and Queen, they left 
their old house, and nobody thought of the Porter any 
more. 
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V. 

Uow Prliuf^s An^clua took a LittU Maid. 

One clay, \vh(*n the Princess Angelica was quite a little girl, 
she was walking in the garden of the palace, with Mrs. 
Gruffanu/T, the governess, holding a parasol over her bead, to 
keep her sweet complexion from the freckles, and Angdicii 
was carrying a bun, to feed the s\v$ms and ducks in the 
Royal pond. 

They had not reached the duck-pond, when there came 
toddling up to them such a funny little girl ! She had 
a great quantity of hair blowing about her chubby little 
cheeks, and looked ns if she had not Iwen washed or eombed 
for ever so long. She wore a rugged Ini of a cloak, and 
had only one shoe on. 

‘'You little wretch, who let you in here?" askcil 
Grullanuff. 

*'Dive me dat bun,'* said the little girl, “ me vely hungy." 

“Hungry? what is that?” asked Princess Angelica^ and 
gave the child the bun. 

“ Oh, Princess ! ” says Gmllanufir. “how good, how Had, 
how truly angelical you are I See, your Majesties/* she Said 
to the King and Queen, who now came up, along wfth their 
nephew. Prince Giglio, "how kind the Pnnlcess is! Sfis 
met this little dirty wretch in the garden—I can't tett how 
she came in here, or why the guards did not shoot her deit^; 
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in the lEeie the de^ narlxDg of a Pnacess tmi given 
hier the whole of her btm f " 

I didn't wont it/' said Angelica 
^^But you are a dading little angel aU the saiii|^" says 
the governess 

Ves» I know I am/* said Angelica. ** Dirty liUle girl, 
you think I am 'very ptettv > Indeed, she hod on 



the finest of little dresses and hats , and, as her hair was 
tarehdly cuilM* ^e looked very well. , 

^toh, pooiy, ^^^y !" says the little girl, capering alxHxt* 
ladgbmg, and d^ang and munching her bun ; and as $l|e 
A|e!t ahe began to sing, Oh, what fun tohavea plum bun t 
iMMylivli ti never was done I " At whidi, and her htnny 
Atigelica, Ciglio, and the King and Queen began to 
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' ' 1 as well as smg/' says the little ^1. I can 

dancci and 1 can sing, and 1 can do all sorts of ting.'* And 
abe ran to a flower-bed, and, pulling a fevr polyanthuses, 
rhodof]pndrons, and other flowers, made herself a Ifttln 



>7teath, and danced before the King and Queen so dro^y 
and ptettily. that everybody Was delighted. 

Who was your mother-^wbo were your relations, Ikde 
girl?" said the Queen. 

^ Hie Hide girl said, '* Little lion was my broddtir: 


t>AKCED AMD SAKO AS DSOU AS MAV SB. 

bif tioness my mu^ikr ; nebei* beard of any udder ” And 
llm capered away on her one 5boe« and everybody was 
eaceediiigty diverted. ^ 

So ^gelica said to the Queen, '* Mamma, my parsot flew 
away yesterday out of its caffe, and I don’t care any more 
for any of my toys ; and 1 think this funny little dirty child 
Will amuse me. I will take her home, and give her some of 
my old frocks.*' 

" Oh, the generous darling I “ says GrufTinuff. 

“Which 1 have worn ever so many limes, and am quite 
tired of," Angelica went on; “and she shall be my little 
*^maid. Will you come home with me, little dirty girl ?" 

The child clapped her hands, and said, “Go home with 
you— yes I You pooty Princess 1— Have a nice dinner, and 
wear a new dress ! " 

And they all laughed again, and took home the child to 
the palace, where, when she was washed anrl coni lied, and 
had one of the Princess's frocks given to her, she looked as 
handsome as Angehca, almost. Not tJi.U Angelica ever 
thought so , for this little lady never imagined that anybody 
in the world could be as pretty, as good, or as clever as her- 
self. In order that the little girl should not Ixxome too 
proud and conceited, Mrs GruflanufT took her old ragged 
mantle and one shoe, and put them into a glass box, with 
a card laid upon them, upon which was written, ITiese were 
the old dotbes in which httleBETSiNDA was found when tlie 
great goodness and admirable kindness of Her Royal High- 
iieSB the Princess Angelica received this little outcast " And 
the date was added, and the box locked up. 

Por a while little Betsinda was a great favourite with the 
Princess, and she danced, and sang, and made her little 
Ihymea, ta amuse her mistress. But then the Prinoest^b' 
a mon^, and afterwards a little dog, and afterwaim a 
ddi, and did not care for Betsinda any more, who became 
IRj^iad^choly and quiet, and sang no more fuimy songs, 
heaiaue nahod^ cared to hear her. And then, as she grew 
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older, Aa was made a Ihtlc kdy Vmaid to the Priocesi 1 
though ihe had no wages, she worked and mended, and put 
Angelica's hair in papers, and was never cross When scidM« 
and was always eager to please her mistress, and was 
always up early and to bed Utc, and at hand when wanted, 
and m fact became a perfect little maid. So the two gStls 
grew lip and, when the Princess came out, Betsinda was 
never tired of viaiting on her; and made her dresses better 
than the best milhncr, and was u-tful in a hundred ways. 
Whilst the Pnneess was having h^i masters, Betsinda would 
sit and watch them , and in this way she picked up a great 
deal of learning, for she was always awoke, though her^ 
mistress was not, and listcntd to the wise professors when 
Angelica was yawning or thinking of Uic next boll. And 
when the dancing master come, Bc^sinda learned along with 
Angelica, and when the music ^master came, she watched 
him, and practised the }'*iiiiccsss pieces when Angcbca was 
away at balls and parties, and when the drawing-master 
came, she took note of all he said and did , and the same 
with French, Italian, and all other languages — she learned 
ihtrn from the tcach<.r who came to Angelica, When the 
I^incess was going out of an earning, she would say, “ My 
good Betsinda, >ou may as well finish what I have begun,** 

* Yes, Miss,'* Detsmdii wxiuld s.\y, and sit down very cheer- 
ful, not to finish what Angelica lirgan but to do it, 

I or instance, the Princess would begin a head of a warriort 
let us say, and when it was begun it was something like (hb^ 
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8t^ ivifetR ft m» donei tli« warrior was like this^ 



(only handsomer still, if possible), and the Princess pul her 
name to the drawing ; and the Court, and King and Queen* 
and above all poor Oiglio. admired the pictuie of all things* 
and said, Was there c\er a genius like Angelica?” So, 1 
am Sony to say, was it with tl ^ Princess’s embroidery and 
other accomplishments , and Angelica actually believed that 
she did these things hers«*lf, and received all the flattery of 
the Court as if every word of it was true. Thus she began 
to think that there was no young woman in all the world 
equal to herself, and that no young man was good enough 
for her. As for Betsinda, as she heard none of these praises, 
she was not puffed up by them , and, being a most grateful, 
good*natured gtrl.^e was only too anxious to do everythmg 
which might give her mistress pleasure. Now you begin to 
perceive that Angelica had faults of her owm, and was by no 
fheans such a >^ndcr of wonders as people represented lier 
Royal Highness 'o be. 
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VI. 

Pririci GiglfO bthaud Himselt. 

And now Id us speak aboul Prince Giflio. the 
(he n-igning monarch of Paflagonia. U has 
Slated, in p.igc 17, that as long as he had a smart ^t to 
vrear, a cooil horse to ride, and money in his , 

rather to take out of his pocket, for he wM «ry g^- 
f natuted. ray young Prince did not care for the loss of h« 
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cro^ and sceptre, being: a thoughtless youth, not much 
inclined to politics or any kind of learning. So bis tutor 
had a sinecure, Giglio would not learn classics or mathe- 
inatics, and the LortlvChancellor of Paflagonia, Squaretoso, 
pulled a very long face because the Prince could not l)€ got 
to study the Paflagonian laws and constitution ; but, on the 
other hand, the King's gamekeepers and iiunlsmcn found 
the Prince an apt pupil ; the daneing-niosicr pronounced 
that lie was a most elegant 
and assiduous scholar ; the 
First Lord of the Billiard 
Table gave the most flattering 
reports of the Prince's skill ; 
so did the Groom of the Tennis 
Court ; and as for the Captain 
of the Guard and Fencii.g 
Master, the vaitant and rW/- 
ran Count KtrTAScuT IIld- 
ZOFF, he avowed that since 
he ran the General of Crim 
Tartary, the dreadful Grunv- 
buskin, through the body, he 
never had encountereti so ex- 
pert a swordsman as Prince 
Giglio. 

I hope you do not imagine that there was any impropriety 
in tlte Ih’ince and Princess walking together in the palace- 
garden, antj because Giglio kissed Angelica's hand in a 
polite manner. In the first place they are cousins; next, 
the Queen is walking in the garden too {you cannot see her, 
for she happens to Ik*. Ix-hind that tree), and Her Majesty 
always wished that Angelica and Giglio should marry ; so 
did Giglio : so did Angelica sometimes, for she thought her 
cousin very handsome, brave, and good-natured : but then 
you know she was so clever and knew so many things, 
and poor Giglio knew nothing, and had no conversation. 
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When they looked at ihc Mars, what did Giglio knew of the 
heavenly bodies? Once, when on a sweet night !n a bid- 
cony where they were standing, Angelica said* “There is 
the Bear." “Where?" says Giglio, “Don’t be afraid* 
Angelica ! if a do/en l)t*ars come, I will kill them rather 
than they shall luirt you." *' Oh, you silly creature I " says 
she : •' you are very good, but you 
arc not very wise." When they 
looked at ih« flowers, Giglio was 
utteily unacquainted with botany, 

• and had never heard of Linnaeus. 
When the buiicrfijes passed Giglio 
knew noiliing about them, t)eing 
as ignorant of entomology as 1 am 
of algebr.i. So you see, Angelica, 
though she liked Giglio pretty well, 
dcspiw.;d him on account of his 
ignorance. 1 think she probably 
valued h^r mvn learning rather too 
much; but to think too well of 
. one’s self is the fault of people of 
I all ages, and both sexes. Finally, 
when nolxxly else was there, An- 
gelica liked her cousin well enough. 
King Valoroso was very delicate 
in health, and withal so fond of 
good dinners (which were prepared for him by his French 
cook Marmilonio), that it was supposed he could not live 
long. Now the idea of anything happening to the King 
struck the artful Prime Minister and the designing old lady- 
in-waiting with terror. For, thought Glumboso and the 
Countess, “when Prince Giglio marries his cousin and 
comes to the throne, >vhal a pretty position we shall bc in, 
whom be dislikes, and who have always been unkind to him. 
We shall lose our places in a trice ; Gruflanutf will have to 
♦ give up all the jewels, laces, snuff-boxes, rings, and watchet 
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and »ow saucily t&be treats hw. 


n^hich belonged ^ the Queen, Giglio’e mother ; and Glum- 

boso win be forced to refund two hundred ond spleen 

thousand miUions, nine hundred and eighty-seven thousa^^ 

^hundred and thirty-nine 

mxpence halfpenny, money left to Prince 

dew father. " So the Lady of Honour and the Prune Muns- 



ter hated Giglio because they had done him a wrong; and 
these unprincipled people invented a hundred s^«i 

About poor Giglio, in order to inBucnce the King, Queen, 
and Princess against him : how he was so ignorant that he 
coidd not spell the commonest words, and act^ly wrt^ 
ValoroBO VaUoroso. and spelt Angelica with twq I s ; hw 
dnmfc a great deal too much wine at dinner, and was always 

, YOVU* . * 
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• .he subles wth the "Lbertoher's : how 

h* used to go to sleep'* he Queen like P’»y |. ^^0 

•“'‘‘'‘ Sioowedntrifle tor Arts 

thirteen snuun)i,'i 



- - “tjt;: 

slAndennS *“ cousin, then to taogh » havSne 

look coldly on then to sneer at toth. 

him for hc'us “ '^^Court Wb. d'""'”' ^uhe dl. 
, vmgnr = i;\ha. poor Gig«o hecatne qu« 

.0 treat h.m so oukmdy ^^^,. ^ 

ienW to his bed, svna seen, na« 
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r<^ers who ask why?*--! beg (with the permiiiSion of thchr 
dear parents) to refer them to Shakspeare’s pages, where 
they will read why King John disliked Prince Arthur. With 
the Queen, his Royal but w'eak-minded aunt, when Gigllo 
was out of sight he was out of mind. While she had her 
whist and her evening- parties, she cared fot little else. 

I dare say iitfo ‘villains, who shall be nameless, wished 



Doctor Pildrafio, the Court Physician, had killed Gigito right 
out, but he only bled and physicked him so severely, that the 
Prince was kept to bis room for several months, and grew as 
thin as a post. 

I Whilst be was lying sick in this way, there esune to the 
Court of PaRagonia a famous painter, whose name was 
Tomaso Lorenzo, and who was Painter in Ordinary to the 
King of Crim Tartary, Pafiagonsa's neighbour* Tomaso 
Loreziso painted all the Court, who were delighted with his 




gchixis unjustly cried down, and I hope my dear papa wfll 
make Lorenzo a knight of his Order of the Cucumber.” 

The Princess Angelica, although the courtiers vowed Her 
koyal Highness could draw so htautifully that the idea of 
g her taking lessons was absurd, yet chose to have Lorenso Ibr 
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a teacjxer, and ft waswondcrful, as hng as sha painted in kU 
siudiQ, what beautiful pictures she made ! Some of the per- 
ibrroanocs were engraved for the Book of Beauty : others 
were sold for enomious suras at Charity Baiaars. She wrote 




mi- ’v . 

nffi' 






the signatures under the drawings, no douU, but I think 
1 know who did the picturcs^this artful painter, who had 
eonie with other designs on Angelica than merely to teach 
her to draw. 
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One day, I^renzo showed the I'^incess a portrait of a 
young man in armour, with fair hair and the loveliest blue 
eyes, and an expression at once melancholy and interesting. 

I>ear Signor Lorenzo, who is this? ” asked the Prince&S. 

*’ I never saw any one so handsome," says Countess Gruff- 
anufF (ihe old humbug). 

said the painter, "that, madam, is the portrait 
of my august young rnastci. llis Royal Highness Dult>o, 
C'rown Piineo of Crim 'Lirtary, lJuke of Acrocseraunia, 
Marquis of PoluphloisUn'o, and Knight Grand C'ross of the 
Order of the Pumpkin, That is the Older of the Pumpkin 
glittering on his manly breast, and received by His Royal 
Highness from his august father, Ilis Majesty King 
Padell^V L, for his gall.intry at the battle of Rimlx)mba' 
monto. when he slew with his ov\n princely hand the King 
of Ograria anti two hundred and clevon giants of the two 
hundred and eighteen who formed the King’s body-guard. 
The remainclcr were destroytd by the brave Cnm Tartar 
army after an obstinate combat, in which the Cnm Tartars 
suffered severely." 

"What a Prince!" thought Angelica: "so brave— so 
calm-hx^king -so young -wh u a hero ! " 

" He is as accomplished as he is brave," continued the 
Court Painter. "He knows all languages perh'cily ; sings 
deliciously : plays every in*.truinenl : composts Of>cras which 
havo been acted a thousand nights nmning at the Imperial 
Theatre of Crim Tarlary. and danced in a ballet there before 
the King and Qiie<'n ; in which he looked so beautiful, that 
his cousin, the lovely daughter of the King of Circassia, died 
for love of him." 

"Why did he not marry the poor Princess?" asked 
Angelica, with a sigh. 

" Because they were first cousins ^ madam, and the clergy 
foibid these unions.” said the painter, " And, besides, the 
young Prince had given bis Royal heart elsnohcrc." 

^ " And to whom ? ’’ asked Her Royal Highness. 
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I am not at lilwrty to mention the Prmcesa’s name,** 
ansMTured the jjainter, 

** But you n»ay tell me the first letter of it," prnsix:d 01 1 
the Ih-incess. 

" Thai your Royal Highness is at lilx?rty to guess," 
Lorcnxo. 

“Hoes it begin '»\ith a Z?" askc‘d Angelica. 

The painter s.ud it \Nasn't a Z ; tJien she tried a Y; then 
an X ; then a W, and wont so backward-* ihtough almost 
the whole alph.ilxit. 

When sIm* eiime to D, .and it wasn’t D, she grew very miu h 
excited ; when she came to C’, and it wasn’t C, she was still 
more ners-ou-^ , wlien she caino to B. uffJ tt nuisn't U, “O 
dearest GrulfanufT,’’ sh»* said, " lentl im vojit snu Iling- 
Ivntio ! " and, hiding her h« atl in the C ountfS>»'s shoulder, 
she faintly whisj>ert<l, “Ah, .*^ignoi, can 11 be A 1*’’ 

“It IS A ; and though I may not, b> mv Royal Master's 
orders, tell >our Ro\al Highness the PruK ess’s name, whom 
ho fondly, madly, do\otedl>, lapturoudy loves, 1 may .show 
you her jx>rtrait,' snys the slybcxits ; and leading the Pnnciiss 
up to a gill frame, he drew a curtain whu h w'as lieforc U. 

Oh goodness I the fiamc contained A LOOKlNC'GLAS*> ! 
and Angelica saw her own face ! 
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VIL 

JI(nu Gi^lio athi ytngelua had a Quarrel, 

The Court Painter of IIis Majt‘.sty the Kmg of Crirn Tartary 
returned to tiuit monarch's dominions, carrying away a 
number of sketches which he had made in the PuHagonian 
capital (you know, of course, my dears, that tlie name of that 
capital is Plombodinga) ; but the most charming of all hi3 
pieces w'as a portnut of the Princess Angelica, which all the 
Crim Tartar nobles came to see. Whth this work the King 
was fio delighted, that he decorated the painter with his 
Order of the Pumpktn (sixth class), and the artist became Sir 
Tomiiso Lorenzo, K.P., thenceforth. 

King Valoroso also sent Sir 'roma.so his Order of the 
Cucumber, Ix'sule-s a handsome order for money, for he 
pmnled the King, Queen, and principal nobility while at 
Blombodinga, and Iwcame all the fashion, to the perfect rage 
of all the artists in Pallagoma, whi're the King used to point 
to the portrait of Prince HuHkj, which Sir Tomaso had left 
behind him, and say, Which among you can paint a picture 
like that ? " 

It hung in the Royal pitrlour over the Royal sideboard, and 
Princess Angelica could always look at it as she sat making 
the tea. Each d.iy it seemed to grow handsomer and hand* 
somer, and the Princess grew so fond of loi king.at it, that 
she would often spill the tea over the cloth, at which her 
father and mother would wink and wag their heads, and say 
to each other, " Aha I we see how things are going.” 

In the meanwhile poor Giglio lay upstairs very sick in hi$ 
^bamber, though he took all the doctor's horrible mediciiies 
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like a good young lad ; as I hope you do» mny dears, when 
you are iU and Mamina sends for the medical man* And 
the only person who visited Giglio (besides his friend the 
captaii^of the guard, who was almost always busy or on 
parade), was little Betsinda the housemaid, who used to do 
his bedroom and sitting-room out, bring him Ins gruel, and 
warm his bed. 

When the little housemaid came to him in the morning 
and evening. Pnnee 
Giglio used to say, 

“ BctsincU, Betsinda, 
how is the Princess 
Angelica?" 

And Betsinda used 
to answer, '* The 
Princess is very well, 
thank you, my I^rd. " 

And Giglio would 
heave a sigh, and 
think, " If Angdiai 
were sick, T am surf' 

/ should not Ijc very 
welL" 

Then Giglio would 
say; “ Bel.sinda, has 
the Princess Angelica 
asked for me to- 
day ? " And Betsin- 
da would answer, 

" No, my Lord, not j 
to-day ; " or. She 
was very busy prac- 
tising the piano when I saw her;" or, "She was writing 
, invitatipns for an evening-party, and did not speak to me ; " 
or make some excuse or other, not strictly consonant with 
tnilh : for Betsinda vras such a good-natured creature, that 9 
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she strove lo do everything to prevent annoyance to Prince 
OigUo. and even brought him up roast chicken and jellies from 
the kitchen (when tlie doctor allowed them, and Giglto was 
getting Ijetter), saying that ‘ ' the Princess had made t^e jelly or 
the bread-sauce wliii her oun hands, on purpose for Giglio/' 
Wlien Gigliu heard thii ho took luiart, and l>egan to mend 
Immtxliately , and gobbled up all the jelly, and picked the 
hist lx)ne of the chicken -drumsticks, merrythought, sides’- 
fK>nes, back, pope’s nose, and ali — ihankmg his dear 
Angelica : and he felt so much Ix'Mer the next day, that he 
dressed and u<‘ru downstairs, where, whom should he meet 
but Angelica going into the (havung room? All the covers 
were off the chairs, the (.handeliers taken out of the bags, 
the damask curtains uncovered, the vvoik and things carried 
nway. anti the liandsoniest albums on the tables. Ange- 
lica had her hair in p.'i[K'r.s . in a word, it was evident there 
was going to Ik> a party. 

“Heavens, Giglio!” cries Angelica: '*ycu here in such 
a clrcss ! W’hat a figure you are ! ” 

" V<*s, dear Angelica. I am come downstairs, and feel so 
W'cll to-day, thank-) to the A'?*'/ and ihcyi//y.*' 

" VVliat do I know about fowls and jellies, that you 
allude to them in that rude way?” says Angelica. 

“Why, didn’t — didn’t you send them, Angelica dear?” 
says Giglio. 

“I send them indeed! Angelica dear! No, Giglio 
dear,” says she, mCK:king him, “ / was engaged in gelling 
the rooms rcad> for His Royal Highness the Prince of Cnm 
TarLiry, who is comtng^ to pay my papa's Court a visit.” 

" The--Pnncc->-of - C*nm— -Tartary ! " Gigho said, aghast. 
“ Yes, the Prince of Crim Tarlary,” sa}s Angelica, mock- 
ing him. “ I dare say you never beard of such a counliy. 
What diif you ever hear of? You don’t know whether Crim 
Tartary is on the Red Sea or on the Black Sea, I dare Bay.** 
“ Yes. I do, it’s on the Red Sea,” says Giglio, at which 
the Princess burst out laughing at' him, and said, “ O you 
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»innyt You are so ignorant, you are rcfilly not (it for 
society ? You know nothing but about horses and dogs, and 
are only fit to dine in a messroom with my Royal father's 
heaviest dragoons. Don't look so surprised at me. sir : go 
and put your best clothes on to receive the I^ince, and let 
me gel the drawing-room ready." 

Giglio said, ‘*0 Angelica, Angelica, I didn't think tliis of 
you. Thii w'asn't your language to me when you gave me 
this ring, and I gave you mine in ilic garden, and you gave 
me that k— 

But what k— w'as we never shall know, for Angelica, in a 
rage, cried, “Get out. you saucy ruth: creature ! How dare 
you to remind me of your rudcnes’> ? As for your little trum- 
pery twopenny nng, there, sir, thcic!" And she flung it 
out of the window. 

“ It W'as iny mother’s mani.igc-ring,” ciicd Giglio. 

don't care whoso nutrringc ring it was," cries Angelica, 
“ Marry the pei.Hon who picks u up if she's a woman ; 
you shan't marry Anu give me back my ring. I've 
no patience with jx'ople who boast about the things they 
give away ! / know who'll gi\c me much finer ihing.s than 
you ever gave me, A beggarly ring indeed, not worth five 
shillings ! " 

Now Angelica little knew that Uic ring which Giglio had 
given her was a fairy ring: if a man wore it, it made all 
Uic women in love with him ; if a woman, all the gentle- 
men, ITie Queen, Giglio's mother, quite an ordinary-looking 
person, W'as admired immensely w’hilst she wore this ring, 
and her husband was frantic when she was ill. But when 
itbe called her little Giglio to her, and put the ring on bis 
finger, King Savio did not seem to care for his wife so much 
any more, but transferred all his love to little Giglio, So 
did cvciy'body love him as long as he bad the ring; but 
n^hen, as quite a child, he gave it to Angelica, people began 
to love and admire her; and Giglio, os the saying is, pkiyed 
Only second fiddle. > 
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•'Yes/' say9, Angelica, going on in her foolish ungrateful 
way, ** I know who'll give me much finer things than your 
beggarly little pearl nonsense.” 

*’ Very good, Miss J You may take back your ring, tool’* 
says OtgUo, his eyes dashing fire at her, and then, as if his 
eyes had Ixjrn suddenly ofMnicd, he cned out, "Hal what 
does this mean? Is /hn the woman 1 liave been in love 
with all my lit'o ? Have I licen such a ninny as to throw 
away my reg.ird upon youf Why— actually — yes— you are 
a little crooked I ” 

"Oh, you >v retch 1 ” cries Angelica. 

"And, upon my conscience, you— you squint a little.” 

" Eh I ” ones Angelico. 

"And your luiir is red— and j’cm are marked with the 
small pox— and what? you have 
three false teeth— and one leg 
shorter than the other I ” 

"You brute, you brute, you!” 
Angelica screamed out : and as she 
seired the ring with one hand, she 
dealt Giglio one, two, three smacks 
on the face, and would have pulled 
the hair off his head had he not 
siaru'tl laughing, and crj mg, — 
"Oh dear me, Angelica, don’t 
pull out my hair, it hurts ! You 
might remove a great deal of yvur 
{^vn, as I jx’rccive, without scissors 
or pulling at all. Oh, ho, ho ! ha, 
ha. ha I he, he, he I ” 

And he nearly choke<l himself with laughing, and slicwiih 
rage ; when, with a low bow, and dressed in bis Court habit, 
Count GambaUdla, the first lord-in-WTiiiing, entered andi 
said, "Royal Highnesses! Their Majesties expect you in 
the Pink Throne-room, where tiiey await the arri^ul of the , 
^Prince of Crim TaktaRy.” 
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VIII, 

How Gruff miff puked the Fait) Ring up, and Princt Stdh 
fflww h Courts 

Pmisce Bulbo’s arrival had set all the Court in aflutter; 
everybody was ordered to pm his or her best clothes on : 
the footmeo had their gala hveries ; the Lord Chancellor 




glittering on the pavement, and bade the boy in bt^tons, 
who was holding up her train, to go and pick up the article 
shining yonder. He was an ugly little wretch, in some of 
the late groom-porter's old clothes cut down, and much too 
ti|ht for him ; and yet, when be had taken up the ting (as 
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U tnnusd <mt to l>e}, and uns carrying it to his mistress, 
thought he looked like a little Cupid. He gave die nng to 
her ; it was a trumpery IhUe thing enough, but too small 
tor any of her old knuckles, so she put it into her pocket. 

*' Oh, mum I *' says the boy, looking at her, " how — how 
beyoutiful >ou do look, mum. to-day, mum 1 *' 

"'And )rou, too, Jacky,*’ she was going to say ; but, look- 
ing down at him — no, he was no longer good lo^ikitig at ail 
— but only the rarrotv b nred little Jac ky of the morning 
However, praise is welcome from the ugliest of men or boyt, 
and GrufTanuff, bidding the l)oy hold up her ira n, walki'd 
on in high goodhumoiu. The guards Mlutul her with 
peculiar respect, C.iptnin Ilciboff, in the anu room, said, 
"My dear madam, you look lik^' m angil to dnv." And 
so, bowing and smirking, Oniftanuff went m and took her 
place behind her Royil Master and Mistress who were in 
the throne room, aw utmg tht Trinre of Crim Tartary. 
Princess Angelica sal at their feet, ami lx hind the King's 
chair stood Prince Cnglio look ng \crv %i\ igc 
The Prince of Crim 1 irtary niad<* Ins api>eaianre, attended 
by Baron Sleiboot/ Ins chamlierUin, and followed by a 
black page, carrying the most Ixrauiiful crown \ou ever saw I 
He was dressed in hio ira\t.llmg ^stunic, and his hair was 
a little in disorder. "1 hi\c nddtn ihiw hundred miles 
since breakfast, said he, "so nger was 1 to behold the 
Prin— the Court ami august family of Paflagonia, and I 
could not wait one minute lx‘forc api^caring in your 
Majesties' presences " 

Gtgho, from behind the throne, burst out into a roar of 
contemptuous laughter, but all the Royal party, in fact, 
were so flnrnecl that they did not hear this htile outbreak, 
*'Your R H. IS welcome in any drrss,” says the King 
” Glumboso, a chair for His Royal Highni ss " 

"Any dress His Royal Highness wears u a Court dress, ' 
says Princess Angelica, smiling graciously. 

"Ahi but you should see my other clothes/’ said the 
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Prince. should have had them on, but that stupid 
carrier has not brought them. Who’s that laughing?” 

It was Giglio laughing. ” I was laughing,” be said, 
•' because ymi said jusi now that you were in such a hurry 
to see the Princess, that you could not wait to change your 
dress ; and now you say you come in those clothes because 
you have no others.” 

“ And who are you?'* T’lince HuHv'), very fiercely. 

*' My father was King of this country, and I am his only 
.son, Prince !” replie^ thglio, with equa) liaugluincss. 

*'IIar' said the King .ind GIuiuIk^ijO, looking very 
flurried; but the former, collecting hiiU'^elf. said, "Dear 
IVince Bullio, I forgot to iniroduet; to your Royal Highness 
my dear nephew, His Koval Highness Piince Higlio ! Know’ 
(inch other! Kni brace caeh other ! Gigho, give Ills Royal 
llighne.ss your hand I” And Giglio, giving his hand, 
squeezed poor Pulbo's, until llie teari{ ran out of his eyes. 
Cilumboso now brought ,a chair for ilie Royal visitor, and 
placed it on the plaift^irm on which the King, Queen, and 
Prince were seated , but the chair was on the edge of the 
plaiforni, and n.s PuIIk) sat down, it iop[;led over, and he 
with it. rolling ovei and over, and K'llowing like a bull. 
Giglio roared .‘>till louder at this (li*».ai>ler. but it w.as with 
laughter , so did all the Court when Prince Huibo got up ; 
for though when he entered the room he appiearcd not very 
ridiculous, as he stcKxi up from liis fall lor a moment, be 
kxAcd so t’xcecdijigly plain and foolish, that nobody could 
help laughing at him. When he had entered the room, be 
was observeal to cany a rose in liis band, which fell out of it 
as be tumbled. 

"My rose ! my rose ! ” cried Pultio ; and his chamberlain 
dashed forwards and pickt'd it up, and gav^ it to the Prince, 
who put it in his waistcoat. Then jicoplc wondered why 
they had laughed ; there was nothing particularly ridiculous 
in him. He was rather short, rather stout, rather red- 
f'haired, but, in fine, for a Pnnee, not so bad. 
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So ihey sat and talked, the Royal |>ersonages together, 
the Crim Tartar offices with those of Pailagonia- Giglio 
ypry comfortable with Gruffanuff behind the tlironc. He 
looked at her with such tender eyes, that her heart was all 
in a flutter. “Oh. dear Prince," she said, “ how could you 
speak so haughtily in presence of their Majesties ? I protest 
I thought 1 should have fainted/' 

“I should have caught you in ruy nrms," said Giglio, 
looking rai»tures. 

“W’hy were you so cruel to Prince Bullx>, dear Prince?" 
says Gruflf. 

“ liccausc I hate him,'* says Gd. 

“ You arc jealous of hmi. and still love poor Angelica," 
cries GnifrafuilT, putting hci hiindkoriljief to her eyes 

“ 1 did, hut I love her no more ! '* (iiglio enrd. “ I de- 
spise hei ! ^^’ere she h^'ircss to twenty thousand ihioncs, I 
would despise her and scorn lier. Put wlj\ sfic.ik of thrones ? 
I have lost mine. I am too weak to recovci u - 1 am alone, 
and have no frlentl." 

“ Oh, say not sri. deal Pnnee ! " says Gruffanuff. 

*' Ik’hides, ' s.i> . he, “1 am so happy here behind the 
throne, dial I would not change iny place, no, not for the 
throne of the world ! " 

Wiat arc )ou two ix'opic chattering about there?" says 
the Queen, who was rather gocKhnalurcd, ifiougli not over- 
burthened with wisdom. “It is time to dress for dinner. 
Giglio. show Prmcc Hullx) to his room. Prince, if your 
clothes have not come, wc :,hall U> very happy to see you as 
you arc." But when Prince I5ul!x> got to his lx‘dfoom, his 
luggage W'as there and unpacked ; and the bairdicsscr coming 
in, cut and curbed him entirely to his own satisfAction ; and 
when the dinner-tiell rang, the Roynl company had not to 
wait above five-and-iwenty minutes until Bulbo appeared, 
during which time the Kmg, who could not bear to wait, 
grew as sulky as possible. As for Giglio. he never left 
Madam Grufhxnuff all this time, but stood with her in the 
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etnbrsisure of paying her compliments. At^ leogib 

the Groom of Die Chambers announqEHd His Royal Highness 
the Prince of Crim Tartary ! and the npble company went 
into the Royal dining-room. It was quite a small party; 
only the King and Queen, the Princess, whom Bulbo look 
out. the two Princes, Countess GruffanufT, Glumboso the 
Prime Minister, and Prince Bulbo’s chamberlain. You may 
be sure they had a very good dinner— let every boy or girl 
think of what he or she likes lx*st. and fancy it on the table.* 



The Princess ulked inci'ssv^ntly all dinner-time to the 
Prince of Criinra, who ale an immense deal too much, and 
never took his eyes oft his plate, except when Giglio, who 
was carving a goose, sent a quantity of stuffing and onion 
sauce into one of them. Giglio only burst out adaughmg 
as Die Crimean Prince wiped his shiit- front and face with 
his scented ]x>ckei -handkerchief. He did not make Prince 

* Here a very pretty game may be played by aU the childKeil 
faying what they like best for dinher. 




When he was not complunenting her, he was making fuh of 
Prince BuUx>. loud tlim GruflanulT was alwa/s tapping 
him with fan, and sayings 
" Oh you satirical Prince I Ob fic, the Prince will hear! '* 
** Well* 1 don't mind/' say^ Giglio, louder still. 

_ 'Hie King and Queen luckily did not bear; for Her 
hliij^ty was a little deaf, and the King tliought so much 
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about his own dinner,. and, besides, made such a dreadful 
noise, hob>gobb1ing in eating it, tliat he hcaid nothing else. 
After dinner, His Majesty and the Queen went to sleep in 
their arm-chairs. 

This was the time when Gigho began his tricks with Prince 
Bulbo, plying that young gcnihiman with port, sherry, 
mnd**ira, champagne, rnarsala. cherry brandy, and pale ale, 
of all of whuh M.ihtcr BiilU) drank witlnout stint. Butin 
plytng his guest, Gigho w.is obliged to drink himself, and, I 
am sorry to say, took more than was good for him, so that 
the young men were very noisy, rurlc, and foolish when they 
joined the ladies after dinner , and clearly did they pay for 
that imprudence, as now, my darlings, you sh.all hear f 
BultKj went and sat by the piano, where Angelica w^as 
playing and singing, and he sang out of tunc, and he upset 
the ('oflfee when the frxUman brought it, and he laughed out 
of place, and talked absurdly, and ft‘ll asleep and snored 
horridly. Pooh, the nasty pig ’ But as he lay there strelcheil 
on the pink s.iim sofa. Angeliea still jvursisted in thinking 
htm the most l>eautiful of human lacings. No doubt the 
magic rose which BuUkd wore caiuscd this infatuation on 
Angelica's part . but is she the young W'oman who has 
tbouglit a silly fellow cliarming? 

Giglio must go and sit by GrulTanuff, whose old face he 
loo every moment U'gan to find more lovely. He paid 
the most outrageous compliments to her : — There never was 
such a darling. Older than be w’as? — Fiddlo-de-dce I He 
would marry her— he w'ould haw nothing but her ! 

To marry the heir to the Ihronc ! Here was a choitce ! 
The artful hussy actually got a sheet of paper, and wrote 
upon it, “ ITiis is to give notice that I, Giglio, only son of 
Savio, King of Paflagonia, hereby promise to marry the 
charming and virtuous Barlmra Griselda Countess Gruffanufr, 
and widow of the late Jenkins GrufiknufT, Esquire.** 

**\Vhai is it you are writing? you charming Gniffyi'* 
^.toys Giglio who was lolling on the sofa, by the writing-ti^lfw 
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an order for you to sign, dear IVince, for giving 
Coals and blankets to the poor, this cold weather, l^ook t 
the King^ and Queen are both asleep, and your Royal 
Highness's order will do.'* 

So Gtglio, who was very gohd-natured, as GruflTy well 
knew, signed tbe order immediately ; and when she had it in 
her pocket, you may fancy whai airs site gave herself. She 
was ready to flounce ouf of the room before the (^een 



herself, as nov, she was th< wsic of the* rt^htfut King of 
F'aflagonia. She would not to CJlumljoso, whom she 

thought a. brute, for depriving her dc<tr husband of the 
crown I And when candles camr*, and she had heli>cd to 
undress the Queen and Princess, she went into htnr own 
room, and actually practised, on a sheet of paper, " GriscMa 
Paflagonia," *' Ikirbani Regina,” "Gnsclda Barbara, Paf. 
Reg.,” and 1 don't know what signatures besides, against 
the day when »h€ should be Queen, forsooth I 
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IX. 

Iftiu/ Bttsittdii got the IVarming pan, 

Lirn.E Bctiiiida came in to pu» Gruflanuffs hair in papers; 
and th»‘ ( uuntcss >^a‘5 so plc\>ivl, that, for a wonder, she 
coiiipliuiuiu d liciMnda ' 1 l•^indal" she said, ''you 

clrcsstd my hair very 
nudv today, I proni- 
iM d )ou a little present 

IKre are five sb no* 

here IS a pretty hide ring 
that L pic lo^— that I 
Jiave had some time * 
And she gave Fkdsinda 
the ring she had picked 
up m the court. It fitted 
Iktsmda CKactly, 

"lt«i like the ring the 
IVmccss used to wear,” 
sa>s the maid. 

No such ihi n g. ” says 
GruffamiA. '* I hate had 
It this ever so long. 
There -‘mckmeupquite 
comfortable, and now, 
a*? It’s a vety cold lught 
(the snow was beating in 
at the window) you 
goand warm dear Ptiafie 
Otglio's bed* like a good girl, and then you may uniipiny 
green silk, and then you can pisi do me up a litfle cap Ibr ^ 
the monung, and tlien you can mend that hole in my iiOc 
stocking, and then you can go to bed, Delsmda. Mind, I 
«haH tsnnt my cup of tea ai five o dock in the morning.^* 
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** I suppose 1 had best warm both thp young gentlemen's 
beds, ma'am ? " says Betsinda. 

Oruflanuir, for reply, said, ** Hau-aU'ho 1— Grau*haw>hoo ! 
-^Hong-hrho I " In fact, she was snoring, sound asleep. 

Her room, you know, is next to the King and Queen, and 
the Princess is next to them. So pretty Betsinda went away 
for the coals to the kitchen, and filled the Royal warming-pan. 

Now, she was a very kind, merry, civil, pretty girl ; Imt 
Ojcre must have been something very captivating al>oui her 
Ibis evening, for all the women in the servants’ hall began to 
scold and abuse her. Tlie housekeeper said she was a perl 
stuck-up thing ; the upper huusemaid asked, how dare she 
wear such ringlets and ribbons, it was quite improi.>er I The 
cook (for^here was a w'oman-cook as well as a man-cook) 
said to the kitchen-maid that 5A^ii.evcr could see anything' in 
tliai creetur : but as for the men, every one of them, C'cmcb- 
man, John, Buttons the page, and Monsieur, the Prince of 
Crim Taitary’s valet, started up, and said— 

** My eyes ! 

“Omusseyl 

“ O jen.maiiy ! “ •"'‘'“y S"’’ “ ’ 

"Ociel! 

** Hands off; none of your impertinence ; you vulgar low 
people ! ” says Rctsinda, vmlking off with her pan of coals. 
She heard the young gentlemen playing at billiards as she 
went upstairs : first to Prince Giglio’s bed, which she warmed, 
and then loTrince Bulbo’s room. ^ 

Ho came in just os she liad done ; and as soon as he saw 
her, ** O I O I 0 1 O ! 01 O ! w'hai a l>cyou — oc- — ootiful 
creature you arc! Vou angel— you peri— you rosebud, let 
me be tliy bulbul — ihy Bulbo, too I Fly to the desert, fly 
Rfith me I 1 never saw a young gaxrlle to glad me with its 
(hsTk blue eye that had eyes like thine. Thou nymph of 
take, take this young heart. A truer never did itself 
sustain within a soldier’s waistcoat Be mine 1 Be mine t 
lie Princess of Crim Tartary ! My Royal Father will ^pprovt 

V09U 11. c 




And he went on, nniking him^Jf bO ^nJ ntHcuUmj, 

that Lktsinda, who was full of fun, gave him a touch wHh 
the warming-pan, which, I promise you, made him cry 
'* O-o-o-o I " in a very different manner. 

rrince Bulbo made such a noise that Prince Giglio, who 
lieard him from Uie next room, came in to see what was the 
matter. As soon ns he saw what was taking place. Giglto, in 
a fury, rushed on Rulbo, kicked him in the rudest manner ttp^ 
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totbe Gienittg, and went on kicking him till bis hair was quite 
triiU of cutl 

Poor Betsioda did not know whether to laugh or to cry ; 
the kicking certainly must hurt the Prince, but J^ten he 
lookcdjio droll ! W hen Giglio had done knocking him up and 
down to the ground, and whilst he went into a comer nibbing 
bimsdC what do you think Giglio does ? He goes down on 
his own knees to lietsinda, takes her hand, begs her to accejn 
his heart, and offers to marry her that moment. Fancy 
Btitflinda's condition, who had l)cen in love with the Prince 
ever since she first saw him in the palace garden, when she 
was quite a little child. 

“Oh, divine Betsindal** sa>% the Prince, “how have I 
lived fifteen years in thy company without seeding thy per- 
fections? What woman in all F^urojjc, Asia, Africa, and 
America, nay, in AtLstralia, only it is not yet discovered, can 
presume to be thy equal? Angelica? Pish I Gruffoimff? 
Phoo I The Queen ? li.a, ha ! Thou art iny Queen, ITiou 
art the real Angelica, because thou art riially angelic.'* 

“Oh, Prince! I am but a poor chambermaid," says 
Betsinda, .looking, however, wry much pleased, 

"Didst thou not lend me in my sickness, when all forsook 
me?" continues Giglio. " Did not ihy gentle hand smooth 
my pillow, and bring me jelly and roast chicken?" 

“Yes, dear Prince, I did," says Betsinda, “and I sewed 
your Roynl Highness's shirt-buttons on loo, if you please, 
your Royal Highness,’* cries ilus artless maiden. 

When poor Prince BuUx>, who was now madly in love with 
Betsinda, heard this declaration, when he saw the unmistak- 
able glances which she tlung upon Giglio, Bullxi began to cry 
bitterly, and tore quantities of hair out of his head, till it all 
the room like so much tow. 

Betsinda bad left the w'arming>pan on the floor while the 
< Princes were going on with their conversation, and as they 
began paw to quarrel and be very fierce with one another, she 
ibaujfiii propet to run away. 
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" You great big blublxiring booby, tearing your hair in 
tbe comer there j of course you will give me satisfaction for 
insuUing Bctsinda. i'cu dare to kneel down at PrincOss 
Gigllo's knees and kiss her hand I ** 

**Shft not Princess Gigho!” roars out Bulbo. ^*She 
shall Ijc Princess TiuUx) ; no other shall Princess Bulbo/’ 
“ You are cngag(*<l lo my cousm ! ’* bellows out Giglio. 

1 hate your cousm," hay*. Ihilbo. 

*'You shall give me saUhfaciiun for insuUing her !” cries 
Giglio. in a fury. 

" I’ll have your life," 

"I’ll run >ou through/' 

'* 1 11 cut your throat/' 

" ril blow your brains out.” 

" I'll knock yoiu head off.” 

" ril send a friend to you in the morning ” 

" I'll send a bullet into you in the afternoon.” 

" We'll meet agaii\/' soy.h Giglio, shaking his fist in Bulbo’s 
f,icc ; and seizing up the warnung-jian, he kissed it, Ixjcause, 
forsooth, Betsinda had tarried it, and ruhhed downstairs. 
What should he see on tlic landing but His Majesty talking 
to Belsiada, >shon> he eallcJ by all sorts of fond names. His 
Majesty had heard a sow m the building, so he stated, and 
smelling .something burning, had come out to sec what the 
matter wa.s. 

"It's the joung gentlemen smoking, perhaps, sir,” says 
Betsinda. 

" Charming chain liermn id.” says the King (like all the rest 
of them), " never mind the young men 1 Turn ihy eyes on a 
raiddlc-ag<?d autocrat, who has been considered not ill -looking 
in his lime/’ 

"Oh, sir ! what will Hex Majesty s-ay?” cries Betsinda, 

" Het Majesty!” laughs the monarch, "Her Majesty 
be hanged. Am I not .Xuiocrai of Paflagonia ? Have not 1 
Uocks, ropes, axes, hangmen— ha? Kuns not a river by iny 
palace wall? Have I not sacks to sew up wives withal? Sfiiy 
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l>ut the word, that thou wtU be mine own, —your raistxess 
$ti^ghtway in a sack is sewn, and thou the sharer of my 
heart and throne/' 

When Giglio heard these atrocious sentiments, he forgot 
the respect usually paid to Royalty, lifted up the wanning* 
pan, and knocked down the Kmg as flat as a ixincakc ; 
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X. 

How King Valoroso was in a Dreadful Passion, 

As soon as the coals Ixjgan to burn him, the King come to 
binis<Mf and stood up. “ Ho ! my capuin of the guards T* 
His Majesty oxclainjed, stamping his koyal feet with rage. 
O piteous spectacle ! the King's nose was l)cnl quite crooked 
by the blow of Prince Giglio I Ilis Majesty ground his teeth 



with rage. " Hed^ofT/' he said, taking a deotb-worrant otit 
of bis dressing-gown pocket, ** HedeofT, good Hedzoflf, ieim 
upon the Prince. Tbou'lt 6nd him in his chamber two pair 
np« But now he dared, with saerdegious hand, to strike 
the sacred nightorp of a king<-Hcdzoff, and floor me with 
wamung-pan ! Away, no more demur, the viUatn dies I 
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see it be done, or else,^li*m I'-ba t mind thine own 
eyes I" &nd followed by the ladies, and lifting up the tails 
of his dressing-gown, the King entered his own apanmenu 
Captain Hedsofif was very much aflected, having a sincere 
love for Giglio. '' Poor, poor Giglio ! ” be said, the tears 
tolling over his manly Ca^, and dripping down bis mus- 
tachios ; " my noble young Prince, is it my hand must lead 
thee to death?" 

** Lead him to fiddlestick, IIed2o(r/’ said a female voice. 



It was Gruffanuff, who luid come out m her dressing-gown 
when she heara the noise. '*The King said you w'ere to 
bang the Prince. Well, hang the Prince." 

donH understand you," says Hedzoff, who was not A 
very clever man. 

•' Vou Gaby \ he didn't say wktek Prince," says Gruff- 

tmttc 
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Ko ; he didn't say which, certainly," said Hedzoff* 

i' Well then, lake Bulbo, and hang Aim /" 

WT)cii Captain Ilcdioff heard ibis, he ly;gan to dance 
about for joy. “ Obedience is a soldier's honour," says he. 
"Prince Hulbo's he.nd will do capitally*." and he went to 
arrest the Prince the very first thing next morning. 

He knocked at the door. ** W'ho's there?" .says Bulbo. 
"Captain Hedzoff? Step in. pray, my good Captain ; I'm 
delighted to see you ; 1 have Ijcen expecting you." 

" Have you?" says lledzoff. 

"Sleibootr, my Chamixirhiin, will act for me," says the 
Prince, 

" I lw?g your Royal Highness 's pardon, but you will 
have to act for yourself, and it s a pity to wake Baron Slci- 
Wtz." 

The Pi i nee Bull )0 .still seerntd to tike the matter very 
coolly. "Of course, Captain," says he, "you are come 
about that affiiir with Piince Giglio?" 

" Precisely," says Hedzoff, " that affair of FTince Giglio." 

"Is it to be pistols or swords. Captain >" asks Bulbo. 
"I'm a pretty goo<i hand with both, and I'll do for Prince 
Giglio as sure as my name is my Royal Highness Prince 
Bullxi." 

"There's some mistake, my Ixird," says the Captain. 
" The business is tlonc with ii,\es among us." 

"Axes? That's sharp work," says Bulbo. "Call my 
Chamberlain, he'll Lie my second, and in ten minutes* 1 
fiattcr m 3 rself, you'll see Miister Giglio s head off his ini* 
pertinent shoulders. Pm hungry for bis bloo<l. Hoo*oo, 
aw ! " and he looked as savage as an ogre, 

" I beg your pardon, sir, but by lliis warrant I am 
to take you prisoner, and hand )OU over to— to the exe- 
cutioner/' 

" Pooh, pooh I my g<Hxl man ! — Stop, I say, — ho 
hulloa I " was all that this luckless Prince was enabled to 
sa/; for Hedzoff's guatds seizing him, tied a handketebidr 
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over his mouth and fitce, and carried him to the place oC 
execution. 

' The King, who happened to be talking to Gfumboso, saw 
him pass, and took a pinch of snuff, and said *' So much for 
Giglio* Now let's, go to breakfast." 



The Capwm of the Guard handed over his prisoner to the 
Sbertfif, with the i'atal order— 

“AT SIGHT CUT OFF THE BEARER'S HEAT). 

“VALOROSO XXIV." 

“ It's a mistake, " says Bulbo, who did not seem to under- 
stand the business in tlie least. 
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poc>-~p<>oh.!"»aystbeSherifi: Fetch Jack Ketch 

Umtantly. Jack Ketch ! 

And podT BuUxj was led to the scaffold, where an cxecti* 
itoner with a block arid a tremendous axe w’as always ready 
in case he should be wanted. 

But we inuit now revert to Giglio and Betsinda, 
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. XL 

What Gruffanuff did to Gij^Uo atid Jktsinda. 

GHUPFAKUFF, who had seen what had happened with the 
King, and knew that Gigho must conic to grief, got up very 
early the next morning, and went to devise some plans for 
rescuing her darling husband, as the silly old thing insisted 
on calling htm. She found him walking up and down the 
garden, thinking of a rliyme for Betsinda (finder ^nd tvinda 
wore nil he could find), and indeed having forgotten all 
riliout the past evening, except that Iktsinda was the most 
lovely of beings. 

" Well, dear Giglio," says Gruff. 

"Well, dssu- Gruffy.“ s;iys (iiglio, only /le was quite 
satirical. 

" T have Ijeen thinking, darling, what you must do in this 
scrape. You nntsl fly the country for a while." 

*‘\Miat scrape?— fly the country? Never without her X 
love. Countess," says Giglio. 

" No, she will accompany you, dear Prince," she says, in 
her most coaxing accents. “ First, wc must get the jewels 
belonging to our Royal parents, and those of her and his 
present Majesty. Flerc is the key, cluck ; they arc all yours, 
you know, by right, for you arc the rightful King of PofU- 
gonia» and your wife will lx* the rightful Queen." 

"Will she?" says Giglio. 

" Yes ; and having got the j^rwels, go to Glumboso*s apart- 
ment, where, under his Ix^l. you will find sacks containing 
nioftey to the amount of all bc- 

longtnif to you, for he took it ouuotyour Royal father's roOtn 
i6ii Uie day of his death. With this wc will fly." 




only 1 ” And m a fit of icttof he ran from her as quickly as 
hvt could. 

** He 1 he ! he I " shrieks out Gruff; '* a promise is a pro- 
tiiisc if there arc laws in Paflag^onia ! .And as for that 
motisler, Oiat wretch, that fiend, that ugly little vixen— as 
for that upstart, that ingrate, tliat beast Hetsinda, Master 
Gtglio will have no little difficulty in discovering her where* 
abouts. He may look long before finding kcr^ 1 
warrant. He htile know-s that Miss Bcisinda is **— 
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Is—^hal? Now, you shall licar. Poor IkMsdnda got up 
at fjvc on a winier's morning to bring her cruel mistress her 
tea ; and intend of finding her in a good humour, found 
CruflTy as cross as two slicks. The Countess boxed Betsinda's 
ears half-a-dozen times whilst she was dressing ; but os poof 
little Hetsinrta was used to this kind of treatnjicnt, she did 
not feel any six^cial alarm. *' And now," says she, when 
Her M.ajcsly rings her bell twice, Ml trouble you, miss, to 
attend." 

So when the Quei'rfs Ix'll rang twice, Belsinda came to 
Her Majesty and made a prett) Iiitle < iirtscy. The Queen, 
the Princesh, and Griiffanuff were all ilireo in the room. As 
soon as tliey saw' her they l>cgan. 

You wretch 1 " says the (Juecn. 

You little vulgar llimg 1 " says the Princess. 

You IxJJiSt ! " s.ays GruffanufT, 

*'Get out of my sight ! ' says the (^hiecu, 

"Go away with you. do ’ " says the I'nie e.ss, 

*' Quit the promises ! ’* says iruffanuff 
Al.is ! and wfX! is me ! very himeutahlr events Imd 
occurred to Bclsuida that morning, and all in consecjucncc 
of that fatal wamung-pan business of the previous night. 
Tlie King h.ad offered to marry her ; of course Her Majesty 
the Queen was je’alous : I tulbo h.id fallen in love with her; 
of course Angelica was furious . Giglio was in love with 
her ; and oh, what a fury Gruffy was in I 


‘ Take off that 


cap 

jn’llicoat 

gown 


\ 

i 


1 gave you," they 
said, all at oncx*. 


and began tearing the clothes off poor Betsiuda 

f the King?” ) cried the Queen, 
"How dare vou I,. ” „ * 


flirt with 


j the King j cnei 

*' Pnmc Bulfjo ? ** > ll 
Prince Giglio ? '* j ai 


the Princess, 
and Countess. 


*'Gi\*c her the rags she wore when she came into lly^i 
house., and turn her out of it 1 " cries the Queen. 
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** Mind she does not go with m/ shoes on, whieh I lent 
her 80 kindly.** says the Ptincess ; and indeed the Pdiicm^s 
shoes were a great deal too big for Betsinda. 

**Come With me, you 6Uhy hussy T' and taking up the 
Queen's poker, the cruel GnifTanuff drove Betsinda into her 
room. 



The Countess went to the glass box in which she had kept 
Betsinda's old cloak and shoe this ever so long, and 8aid« 
^*,Take those rags, you Utile beggar creature, and strip off 
.everything belonging to honest people, and go about your 



SUHE TOErtl TEAS BETSDIDa’S EYES OCT. 7^ 

business and she actuaDy (ore off the poor little delieata 
Ihing's back almost all her things, and told her to be off out 
of the house. 

Poor Betsinda huddled the cloak round her back, on 
urhich were embroidered the letters PRIN . . , RosAL , . . 
and then came a great rent. 

As for the shoe, what H'as she to do with one poor little 
tootsey sandal ? The string was still to it. so she hung it 
round her neck. 

** Won't you give me a pair of shoes to go out in the 
snow, mum, if you please, mum ? ” cried the poor 
child. 

"No. you wickcfl beast!" says Cinifiatiuff, driving her 
along with the poker —driving her down ibc cold stairs— 
driving her through the cold ball — flinging her out into tlie 
cold street, so that the knocker itself shed tears to ficc 
her 1 

But a kind fair}' made the sr,rt snow warm for her little 
feet, and she wTapj.>cd herself up m the ermine of her 
mantle, and was gone ! 

‘ ' And now let us think about breakfast,” says the greedy 
Queen. 

"WTiat dress shall I put on, Mamma, — the pink, or, the 
pca-grecn ? ” says Angelica, ‘ ' Which do you think the dear 
Prince will like best ? *' 

"Mrs. V. r* sings out the King from his dressing-room, 
" let us have sausages for breakfast I Remember we have 
lYince Bulbo staying with us 1 " 

And they all went to get ready. 

Nine o’clock came, and they w’erc all in the breakfast- 
room, and no lYince Bulbo as yet. The um was hissing 
and humming ; the muffins were smoking— such a heap of 
muffins t the eggs were done, there was a pot of raspberry 
jam, and coffee, and a l>cauti/ul chicken and tongue on the 
side-table. Mantiitonio the cook brought in the sausages. 
Ok, how nice they smelt I 
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*' Where is Bulbo? ” said tlw King. “ John, where is His 
Royal Highness?*' 

John said be had a took up his Roilighnessesses shav- 
ing'Watcr, and bis clotlies and things, and he wasn't in 
his room, wiiicb he sposed his Royliness was just stepped 
bout. 

"Stepped out licforo breakfast in the snow ! Impossible ! ” 
says tile King, srieking his fork into a sausage. " My dear, 
lake one. Angelica, won't you ha\t- a saveloy?'^ The 
iTinccs-S look one. l>eii»g verv fond f>f tlu»m ; and at this 
moment Cilumboso rnteretl witli </apl.un Hed/off, l)Olh look- 
ing very much disturl;ed 

" I am ufiaul. your M.ijesty " cries Ghmiboso. 

"No l)usia<‘ss before iueukfasl, Gluru ! " says the King. 
" nreakfa.st first, busmess next. Mrs. V., some more 
sugar ! *’ 

".Sire, I am afraid if we wait till after breakfast it will i3C 
too late," says Glumlwso. "lie- he — he’ll lie hanged at 
half-past nine." 

"Don't lidk about hanging and spoil niy breakfast, you 
unkind vulgar man yon,” cries the VnncciS. "John, -some 
mustard. I'r.ty, wlio is to Ix' Ijanged?" 

"Sire, it is the Ptinec,” wiu.sficrs Gluniloho to the 
King. 

"Talk about business after breakfast, I tell )Our’says 
His Majesty, quite sulky. 

"We shall have a war, Sire, depend on it," says the 
Minister. " Hi-s father, King Padella " 

" His father, King who?" says the King. " King Padella 
is not Ciigho's father. My brother. King Savio, was Giglio'j 
father." 

" It's Prince Bulbo they arc hanging, Sire, not Prince 
Oiglio," says the I'lnne Mtni.ster. 

" You told me to lung the Prmce, and I look Uic ugly 
One," says Htxlzoff. " 1 didn't, of course, think your 
iM'V’usty intended to mvuder your ow'U flesh and blood ! " 
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The King for all reply ilung the plate of sausages at Hed* 
*off’s head. The Princess cried out “ Hec-karce-karec T* 
and fell down in a fainting ht. 

"Turn the cock of the um upon Her Royal Highness,’' 
said the King, and the boiling water gradually revived her. 
His Majesty looked at his watch, compared it by the dock 
in the parlour, and by tliai of the church in the square 
opposite ; then he wound it up ; then lie looked at it agnin, 
'*Thc great question is," says ho, "am I fast 01 am I slow? 
If Tra slow, wc may as w'cll go on with breakfast. If I’m 
fast, why, there is just the jxissibility of saving Prince Ihilbo. 
It's a doosid awkward mistake, and ii]K)n my word, Hedzoff, 

I have Uie greatest mind to have you hanged too." 

" Sire, I did but my duty ; a soldier lias but his orders. I 
didn’t expect after forty-seven years of fiutl>ful seiw icc that 
my sovereign would think of putting me to a felon’s 
death 1 ’’ 

" A hundred thousand plagues ujxin yon ’ Can't you see 
that while you are talking my Bullxi being hanged?" 
screamed the Princess. 

"By Jove! she'’s always right, that girl, .ind I’m so ab- 
sent," says the King. lc»okmg at his wan h agrdn. "Ha! 
Hark! there go the drums! What a d^josid awkward 
thing though ! " 

"O Papa, you goose! Write the reprieve, and let me 
run with it " cnes the Princess - .and she got a sheet of paficr, 
and {>cn and ink, and laid them before the King. 

"Confound it! wl^pre arc my spectacles? ’' the monarch 
exclaimed. "Angelical go up into my bedroom, look 
under my pillow, not mamma's ; there you'll see my 
keys. Bring them down to me, and— Well, well 1 what 
impetuous things these girls arc? " Angelica was gone, and 
had run up panting to the bedroom, and found the keys, and 
was back again before the King bad finished & muthn. 

" Now, love," says he, " you must go all the way back for 
my desk, in which my spectacles aic. If you fui 
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have beard me out— Be hanged to her ! There she Is 
of[ again. Angelica t Angelica I “ When His Majesty 
called in his laidd voice, s^e knew she must obeyi and casue 
back. 

“ My dear, when you go out of a room, how often have 
I told you, shut Me door. ITiat’s a darling. That’s alL” 
At last the keys and the desk and the spectacles were got, 
and the King mended his i)en. and signccl his name to a 
reprieve, and Angelica ran with it as swift as the wind. 

You’d Ijctter stay, my love, and finish the muffins. There’s 
no use goi ng. Be sure it’s loo late. I land me over that rasp- 
berty jam, please,” .said the monarch. *‘Bongl Dawongl 
TJiere goes the half-hour, I knew it w.is.” 

Angelica ran. and ran, and ran, and ran. She ran up 
Fore Street, and down High Street, and through the Market- 
place, and dowm to the left, and over the bridge, and up 
the blind alley, and back again, and round by the Castle, 
and so along by the Hnberdasher s on the right, opposite 
the lamp- post, and round the square, and slie came — she 
came to the Execution place, where she saw Bulbo laying 
his head on the block ! ! ! The executioner raised his axe, 
but at that moment the Princess came panting up and 
cried “Reprieve!" ''Reprieve!** screamed the Princess. 
“ Reprieve 1" shouted all the people. Up the scaffold 
stairs she sprang, ,with the agility of a lighter of lamps ; 
and flinging herself in Bullx)’s arms, regardless of all cere- 
moTiy, she cruxl out, “O roy prince! my lord! my love! 
my Bulbo I Ihinc Angelica has In'cn in lime to save thy 
precious existence, sweet rosebud; to prevent thy being 
nipped in thy young bloom! Had aught befallen thee> 
Angelica too had died, and welcomed death that joined her 
to her Bulbo.” 

“H’m! there's no accounting for tastes,” said Bulbo, 
looking so very much puzzled and uncomfortable, that the 
Princess, in tones of tenderest strain, asked the cause of his 
dhquiet 
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“ I tell you what it is, Angelica/* said he : ** since I canws 
here yesterday, iberc has been such a tow, and disturbance, 
and quarrelling, and fighting, and chopping of heads off, 
and the deuce to pay, that I am inclined to go back to Crim 
Tartary/* 

*’ But with me as thy bride, my Bulbo ! Though whcr- 
evef* thou art is Crim Tartary to me, my bold, ray beautiful, 
my Bulbo ! '• 

“ Well, well, 1 suppose we must l>e marritnl/' says Bulbo. 
“Doctor, you came to read the Funcial Service — read the 
Marriage Service, will you? What muM be, must. That 
will satisfy Angelica, and then, in the name of peace and 
quietness, do let us go back to brt'akfasi/' 

Bulbo had carried a rose m his mouth all the time of the 
dismal ceremony. .It w.as a fairj' rose, and he was told by 
his mother that he ought never to p»art with it. So he had 
kept it between his tccUi, even when he laid bis poor head 
upon the block, hoping vaguely that some chance would 
turn up in his favour. As he Ijegan to speak to Angelic,!, 
he forgot about the rose, and of course it dropj>e<l out of his 
mouth. The romantic Princess instantly stoojx^d and seized 
it. “Sweet rose!" she exclaimed, “that bloomed upon 
my BuUkj's lip, never never will I part from ihee ! ’* and 
she placed it in her bosom. And you know Bulbo couldnl 
ask her to give the rose back again. And they went to 
breakfast; and as they walked, it appeared to Bulbo that 
Angelica became more exquisitely lovely every moment. 

He was frantic until they w^erc married ; and now, strange 
to say, it was Angelica who didn’t care alx>ut him 1 He 
knelt down, he kissed her hand, he prayed and begged ; he 
cried with adm. ation ; while she for her part said she really 
thought they might wait ; it seemed to her he was not hand* 
some any more->no, not at all, quite the reverse ; and not 
clever, no, very stupid ; and not well-bred, like Giglio ; no, 
on the contrary, dreadfully vul— • 

What, I cannot say, for King Valoroso roared out “ PooH^ 
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BULBO AMD Ut$ BRIDE ARE MARRIED. 


Btufiri " in a terrible voice. We will have no more of this 
shilly-shallying I Call the Archbishop, and let^'Uie Prince 
and Princess be married offhand ! " 

So, married they were, and 1 am sure for eny part 1 trust 
they wUl be happy. 



MOW' WSltlB TO 1ET8IMM CAUUSD. ft}' 


xn. 

How BoUinda JUd^ and what htoamt of^ her, * 

Bet^inda wandered on and on, till she passed through the 
town gates, and so on the great Crim Tartary road, the very 
way on which Giglio too was going. " Ah thought she» 
as the difigencc passed her, 
of which the conductor was 
blowing a delightful tunc on 
bis bom, how 1 shotdd like 
to be on that coach 1 ” But 
the coach and the jingling 
horses were very soon gone. 

She little knew who was in 
it, though very likely she 
was thinking of him all the 
time. 

Then came an cm ply cart , 
returning from market ; and 
the driver being a kind man, 
and seeing such a very 
pretty girl trudging along 
the road with bare feet, most 
good-naturedly gave her a 
seat He said he lived on 
the confines of the forest, 
where bis old father was a 
woodman, and. il she liked, 
he would take her so far on 
her road. All roads were the same to little Betsinda, so 
' ^ very thankfully took tills one. 

And the carter put a cloth round her bare feet, and gave 
bet sonx brcAd and cold bacon, and was very kind to her. 
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For all that she was very cold and melancholy. When after 
travelling on and on. evening came, and all th^Uek pines 
were trending with snow, and there, at Inst, was the comfort- 
able light beaming in the woodman's windows ; and so ^hey ' 
arrived, and went into Ins collage. He W'as an old man, and 
had a number of children, who were just at supper, with nice 
hot bread-and-milk, when their elder brother arrived with 
the cart. And they jurajxid and clapped their hands ; for « 



they wtire good children ; and he had brought them toys 
from the town. And w hen they saw the pretty stranger, they 
ran to her, and brought her to the fire, and rubbed her poor 
little fed, and brought her bread'and-milk. 

" lx>ok, father I ” they said to the old woodmani **look at 
^his girl, and .sc€ what pretty cold feet she hw. They 
are as white as our milk 1 And look and see what an odd 
€lo;ik she has, just like the bit of velvet that hangs up in our 
cupboard, and which you fimnd that day the little cubs were 
killed by King Padella, in the forest t And look, why, bkss 


WHAT A TOUCHIKO KECOGNITION ! 

11 $ all ! she has got round her neck just such another little 
8t|Oe as thit you brought home, and have shown us so often 
—a little blue velvet shoe ! “ 

•*What/' said the old woodtnan, what is all this about 
a shoe and a cloak ? ” 

And Betsinda explained lliat she had been left, \Nhen 
quite a little child, at the town with this cloak and this shoo* 
And the persons who had taken care of her had—had been 
angry with her, for no fault, she hoj^ecl, of her own. And 
they had sent her away with her old doilies —and here, in 
fact, she was. She rcmcmljcred having been in a forest— 
and perhaps it was a dream —it was so very odd and strange 
— having lived in a cave viih lion.s there ; and, l>efore that, 



having lived in a very very' fine house, as fine as the King’s, 
in the town- 

Wben the woodman heard this, he was so astonished, it 
was quite curious to see how astonished he w^as. He went 
to his cupi3oard, and look out of a stocking a five-shilling 
piece of King Cavolfiorc, and vowed ii was exactly like the 
young woman. And then he prcKiiiccfi the shoe and the 
piece of velvet which he had krpt bo long, and cofnparwl 
(hem with the things which Betsinda wore. In Betsinda's 
little slice was written, Hopkins, Maker to the Rcq^al 
Family;** so in the other shoe was written, *' Hopkins,, 
Maker to the Royal Family.” In the inside of Betsinda's 
piece of cloak was embroidered, Trin . . . ROSAL . . 
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in the other piece of cloak was embroidered , CB8S 
• • . BAr No. ^46." So that when put together you readi^ . 
*'PRtMCEf;s Rosalba. No. 246.” 

jOn seeing this, the dear old woodman fell down on 
knee, saying . " O my princess, O my gracious Royal lady* 

0 my rightful Queen of Crim Tartary, — I hail th^e— I 
acknowledge lhcc-~ I do thee homage!" And in token of 
his fealty, he rublx^l his venerable nose three limes on the 
ground, and put the Princess's foot on his head. 

Why," s:iid she, “ my good woodman, you must be a 
nobleman of my Royal fath'ir's Court ! ' I'or in her lowly 
retreat, and under the name of rk'tsinda, IIf.r Majesty 
ROsSALBA, Queen of Crim Tartary, had read of the customs 
of all foreign courts and nations. 

" Marry, indeed am I, my gracious liege — the poor Lord 
Spinachi, oncc—lhc humble woodman these fifteen years 
syne. Ever since the tyrant I'adella {may ruin overtake the 
treacherous knave!) dismissed me from my jxist of First 
Lord." 

"First Lord of the Tix>thpick and Joint Keeper of the 
Snuff-box? 1 mind me! Ibou helUcsi these ix>sts under 
our Royal Sire, lliey arc restored to thee, Lord Spinachi ! 

1 make thee knight of the second class of our Order of the 
Pumpkin (the lirsl class being reserved for crowneii heads 
alone). Rise, Marquis of Spinachi ! " .And with indescrib- 
able majesty, the Qvicen, who had no sword handy, waved 
the pewter spoon with which slie had been taking her bread- 
AUd-milk, over the bald head of the old nobleman, whose 
tears absolutely made a puddle on the gronml, and whose 
dear children went to bed that night Lords and Ladies 
Bartolomeo, Ubaldo, Catarina, and Ottavia degli Spinachi I 

The acquaintance Her Majesty showed with the history* 
nnd families of her empire, was wonderful. " The 
House of Broccoli should remain faithful to us," she said ; 
•'they were ever welcome at nur Court. Have the Arti- 
<ioochi* as was their wont, turned to the Rising Sun? The 
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^unity of Sauerkraut must sure be with us— they were ever 
l^lcome in the baits of King Cavolfiorc." And so she went 
on enumerating quite a list of the nobility and gentry of 
CHm Tartary, so admirably had Her Majesty profited by 
her studies while in exile. 

The old Marquis of Spinachi said be could answer for tbein 
all ; that the whole country groaned under Padella's tyranny, 
and longed to return to its rightful sovereign ; and late as it 
was, he sent his children , \\ ho knew the forest well , to summon 
this noVfleinan and that ; and when his eldest son, who had 
been rubbing the horse down and giving him his supper, came 
into the house for his own, the Marquis told him to put his 
boots on, and a saddle on the marc, and ride hitlier and 
thither to such and such people. 

When the young man heard who liis companion in the 
carl had been, he too knelt down and put her Royal foot on 
his head ; he ioolx*drwod the ground w ith his tears ; he was 
frantically in love with her, as cvcrylxKly now was W'ho .saw 
her : so were the young I/3rd'» Bartolomeo and Ubaldo, who- 
punched each oUiei's liUle heads out of jealousy: and so, 
wlien they came from cast and west at the summons of the 
Maiquis d<*g1i .^^pinachi, were the Crim Tartar Lords w'ho 
still remained faitliful to the I louse of Ca volfiore. They were 
.such very old gentlemen for the most part, that Her Majesty 
lu'vcr susi>:ctecl their absurd passion, and w'cnl among them 
quite unaware of the havoc her l^cauty was causing until an old 
blind IxJrd who had joined her party, told her what the truth 
was; after which, for fear of making the p)eople loo much 
in love with her, she always wore a veil. She went about 
privately, from one nobjcman's castle to anoilicr : and they 
visited among themselves agaiif, and had meetings, and 
composed proclamations and counter-proclamations, and 
distributed all the best pkwes of tlie kingdom amongst one 
another, and selected wlio of the opposition party should 
bejrxecuted when the Quct^n came to her own. And so 
in about a year they were ready to move. 
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The party of FidcHiy was in truth composed of very 
feeble old fogies for the most part; they went about th^ 
country waxnng their old swords and flags, and calling 
*'God save the Queen!" and King Padella happening to 
be nt>sent upon an invasion, they had their own way for 
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XIII. 


Ilcnv Quern Rosalia came to the Ctutie of the hold Count 
Hogginarmo, 

Her Majesty, having indeed nothing else to give, made all 
her followers Knights of the Pumpkin, and Marquises, Marts, 
and Baronets ; and they had a little Court for her, and made 
her a little crown of gilt paper, and a robe of cotton velvet ; 
and they qtiarrcUcd ulxjut the places to Ik" given away in Iter 
Court, and about rank and prevodence ami dignities i— you 
ain't think how they qiiarrelleci ! The poor Q)uecn was vi^ry 
tired of her honours Ix'foro sir had had il)cm n month, and 
I dare say sighed sometimes even to be .1 l.idy’s-maid again. 
But W'i must all do our duty in our respf'ctivc stations, so 
the Queen resigned herself to perform hors, 

\\\‘ have said how it happened that none of the Usurper’s 
troops came out to oppose this Army of I’ ldelity : it pottered 
along as nimbly os the gout of the princijal commanders 
allowed ; it consisted of iwif'c as many officers as soldiers ; 
and at length passed near the estates of one of the most 
powerful noblemen of the country, uho had not declared for 
the Queen, but of wliom her parly had hopes, as he was 
alw'ays quarrelling with King Padella, 

When they cjime close to his park gates, this nobleman 
sent to say he would wail upon Her Majesty; he waa a 
most powerful warrior, and his name was Count Hogginarmo, 
whose helmet it look two strong negroes to cany. He kndt 
down before her and s:vid. " Madam and liege lady ! it 
becomes the great nobles of the Crimean realm to show 
every outward sign of respect to the wearer of the Crow n - 
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i¥hoevier that may be« We testify to our own nobility in 
acknowledging yoars. The bold Hogginaztno bends the 
knee to the first of the aristocracy of his country.'* 

Rosalba said, The bold Count of Hogginarmo woa on- 
coramonly kind." But she felt afraid of him. even while he 



was kneeling, and his eyes scowled at her from between yi 
whiskers, which grew up to them. ^ ^ 

"The first Count of the Empire, madam," he went on, 
** salutes the Sovereign The Prince addresses himself to 
the not more noble lady > Madam, my hand is free, and I 


offer u, and m> heart and my sword to your service ! My 
three wives lie buried in my ancestral vaults. The third 
r perished but a year since , and this heart pines for a consort 1 
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IMlgn to be mine, and 1 swear to bnng to your bndal table 
ti>ehead of King Padella, the eyes and nose of his son Prince 
Bidfao, the right hand and ears of the usurping Sovereign of 
Paflagonia, which country shall thenceforth be an appanage 
to your— to our Crown! Say yes» Hogginarmo is not 
||peustomed to be denied Indeed I cannot contemplate the 
bissibility of a refusal , for frightful ill be the result , 
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ful the murders , furious the devastations , horrible the 
tyranny , tremendous the tortures, misery, taxation, which 
the people of this realm will endure if Ilogginarmo's wratt^ 
be aroused * I see consent m your Majesty s lovely eyes*-* 

. tbenr glances fill my soul with rapture 1 ” 

^ **Oh, sir," Rosalba said, withdrawing her hand in great 
fti0iU '^Your Lordship is exceedingly kind, but I am 
VOL. il D 
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sorry to, tell you that I have a prior attachmeu^ to a young 
gentleman by the name of— Prince— Giglio—and never—' 
never can marry any one but him.” 

Who can describe Hogginarmo's wrath at this remark? , 
Rising up from the ground, he ground his teeth so that Are 
flashed out of his mouth, from which at the same time 
issued remarks and language, so loud^ violent ^ and improper^ 
that this pen shall never repeat them I “ R^r-r-r-r-r— Re- 
jected I Fiends and perdition ! The bold Hogginarmo 
rejected I All the world shall%ear of my rage ; and you, 
madam, you alx>ve all shall rue it ! And kicking the two 
negroes Ijcforc him, he rushed away, his whiskers streaming 
in the wind. 

Her Majesty's Privy Council was in a dreadful panic when 
they saw I Jogginarmo issue from the Royal presence in such 
a towering rage, making footballs of the poor negroes -a 
panic which the events justified. They marched off from 
Hogginarmo's park very crestfallen ; and in another half- 
hour they were met by that rapacious chieftain with a few of 
his followers, who cut, slashed, charged, whacked, banged, 
and pommelled .amongst them, took the Queen prisoner, 
and drove the Army of I'idelity to 1 don’t know where. 

Poor Queen 1 Hogginarmo, her conqueror, would not 
condescend to sec her, " Get a horse- van I ” he said to his 
groom.s, "clap the hussy mto it, and send her, with my 
compliments, to His Majesty King Padella.” 

Along with his lovely prisonet;, Hogginarmo sent a letter 
full of servile compliments and loathsome flatteries to King 
Padella, for whose life, and that of his royal family, the 
hypocritical humbug pretended to offer the most fulsome 
prayers. And Hogginarmo promised speedily to pay his 
bunible homage at his august mastecls throne, of which he 
'^gged leave to be counted the most loyal and constant 
defender. Such a wary old bird as King Padella was not 
to be caught by Master Hogginarmo’s chaff, and we shaft'^ 
hear presently how the tyrant treated his upstart vassal 
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Ko, DO : depend on’t, two such rogues do not trust one 
another. 

So this poor Queen was laid in the straw like Margery 
Daw, and driven along in the dark ever so many miles to 
the Court, where. King Padella had now arrived, having 
vanquished all his enemies, murtlered most of them, and 



brought some of the richest into captivity with him for the 
purpose of torturing them and finding out where they had 
hidden their money. 

Rosalba heard their shrieks and groans in the dungeon in 
which she was thrust j a most awful black hole, full of bats, 
rats, mice, to»ds, frogs, mosquitoes, bugs, fleas, serpents, and 
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every kind of horror No light was let into it» otherwi^i^ the 
gaolers might have seen her and fallen m love with her» as 
an owl that lived up m the roof of the tower did, and a cat, 
you know, who can see in the dark, and having set its green 
eyes on Rosalba. never could be got to go back to the turn* 
key's wife to whom it belonged Andf the toads in the 
dungeon came and kissed her feet, and the vipers wound 
round her neck and arms and never hurt her, so charming 
was this poor f’rinccss in tht midst of her misfortunes. 

At last after she had Ixr tn ktpt in this place ez>erso long, 
the door of the dungeon ofventd, and the terrible King 
Padw.LA came in ^ 

But what he said and did must be resorted for 
chapter, as, ne must now go back to Prince Gightk 
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XIV. 

What hecatm of Gt^lto. 

The idea of marrying such an old creature os GrufTanuff 
frightened Prince Giglio so, that be ran up to his room, 
If^ked his trunks, fctclicd in a couple of portei*s, and was 
diligence office m a t\0mkling. 

that he was so quick in his operations, did not 
jjBra^^ hvdP his luggage, *and took the early coacli, for as 
fis the mistake about Piince Bulbo w'ls found out, that 
Gldmboso sent up a couple of [>oIicemcn to Prince 
rooitif with orders that he should be carried to Kew- 
and bis head taken off before twelve o clock. But the 
mtsout of the Patlagonian dominions before two 
And I dare say the express that was sent after 
Qagho did not ride very quick, for many people in 
had a regard for Giglio, as the son of ibcir old 
a Prince who, with ail his \\caknesses, was Vfiry 
|iiK:h better than his brother, ihe^usurping, Jary, careless. 
Pussionatc, tyrannical reigning monarch. That Pnnee 
busied himself with the balls, fdtes, masquerades, bunting* 
parties, and so forth, winch he thought proper to give on 
occasion of his daughter's marriage to Pnnee Bulbo ; and 
let us trust was not sorry m his own heart that his brother's 
son bad escaped the scaffold. 

It wa$ very cold weather, and the snow waa on the 
ground, and Giglio, who gave his name as supple Mr. Giles, 
was very glad to get a comfortable place on the coupd of the 
diligence, where he sat with the conductor and another 
gtotleniaii. At the first stage from Blombodinga, os th(7 
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Stopped to change hprscs, there came up to the diligence a 
very ordinary vulgar-looking woman, with a bag tinder hbr 
arm, who asked for a place. All the inside places were^ 
taken, and the young woman wms informed that if she 
wished to travel, she must go upon the roof; and the pas- 



senger Inside with Giglio (a rude person, I should think), prt 
his head out of the window, and said, "Nice weathec for 
travelling outside 1 I wish you a pleasant journey, my 
dear." The poor tvoman coughed very much, and Giglio 
pitted her. ‘‘I will give up my place to her," says he, 
'^rather than she should travel in the cold air with that 
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horrid cough.'* On which the vulgar traveller said, Y<ntd 
keep her warm, 1 am sure, if it*s a wants.*' On 

which Giglio pulled his nose, boxed his cars, hit him in the 
eye, and gave this vulgar person a warning never to call 
him again. 

Then he sprang up gaily on to the roof of the diligence, 
and hfiade himself very comfortable in the straw. The vulgar 
traveller got down at the next station, and Giglio took his 
place again, and talked to the person next to him. She 
api^earcd to be a most agreeable, well-informed, and enter- 



taining female. They travelled together till night, and she 
gave Giglio all sorts of things out of the bag which she carried, 
and which indeed seemed to contain the most wonderful 
collection of articles. He was thirsty— out there came a pint 
bottle of Bass's pale ale, and a silver mug ! Hungiy — she 
took out a cold fowl, some slices of bam, bread, salt, and a 
most delicious piece of cold plum-pudding, and a little glass of 
brandy afterwards. 

As they travelled, this plain-looking queer woman talked 
to Giglio on a variety of subjects, in which the poor Prince 
sbpvM his ignorance as much as she did her capacity. He 


c8 OF THE BAG» AHD HOW SH£ GAVE |T« 

owned, with many blu$hcs, how ignorant he was ; on which 
the lady sald^ " My dear Gigl—my good Mr, Giles, yon «are a 
yotmg man, and have plenty of time before you. Yoti ba^ 
nothing to do but to improve yourself. Who knows but thlit 
you may find use for your knowledge some day? When 
— when you may be wanted at home, as some peo]^^ 
may be.'* 

“Good heavens, madam!" says be, “do you know 
me?" 

“ I know a numl^cr of funny things," says the lady. “ I 
have been at some people’s christenings, and turned away 
from other folks’ doors. I have seen some peopla^spoilt by 
good fortune, and others, as 1 hope, improved by hardship. 

I advise you to stay at the town where the coach slops for 
the niglit. Stay there and study, and remember your old 
friend tp whom you were kind." 

“ And who is my old friend?" asked Giglio. 

“"Wlicn you want anything," says the lady, ‘'look in this 
bag, which I leave to you as a present, and be grateful 
to" 

“ To whom, madam?" says he. 

“ To the Fairy Blackstick," says the Indy, flying out of the 
window. And when Giglio asked the conductor if he knew 
where the lady was — 

*' Wliat I.idy ?" says the man ; “there has been no lady 
in this coach, except the old woman, who got out at the lust 
stage.’* And Giglio thought he had been dkcaming. But 
there was the bag which Blackstick had given him lying on 
his lap ; and when he came to the town be took it in his hand 
and went into the inn. 

They gave him a very bad bedroom, and Giglio, wbeti 
woke in the morning, fancying himself in the Royal Palace 
at home , called , “ ] ohn , Charles, Thomas 1 My chocolate*- 
my dressing-gown — my slippers ; " but nobody came. Thepp - 
was no bell, so he went and bawled out for the waiter on thp 
top of the stairs. , v. 
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The lAndledy came up, lookingf— looking like this— 



*' "WTiat are you a-hollarmg and a-bcllaiing fot licre, young 
man?" says she. 

** Thejc's no warm ^^atcr— no servants my Ix)Ots arc not 
even cleaned." 

** He, he 1 Clean 'em yourself/' b.u s the landlady, “You 
young students gi\e youi stives pretty airs, I never heard 
sudujmpudencc/’ 

** I’ll quit the house lliis instant/’ says Giglio. 

'* The sooner the belter, young man. Pay your bill and 
be ofT: All my rooms is wanted for gentlefolks, and not for 
such as you." 

“ You may well keep the Bear Inn/’ said Giglio. You 
should have yourself painted as the sign." 

The landlady of the Bear went away growling. And 
Giglio returned to his room, where the first thing he saw svas 
the feiry bag l>ing on the table, which seemed to give aliUle 
hop as be camt in. 

** I hope it has some breakfast in it," says Giglio, '* for I 
have only a very little money left." 

But on opening the bag, what do you think was there? 
A blacking-bnish and a pot of Warren's jet, and on the pot 
written^ 

V<MU lU .Da 



ICO HUMBLE TIE IS WHOLESOME MEAT, 

“ Poor yoans men their hoots must blach ; 

Use me and cork m« and put me back*'* 

$0 Giglio laughed and blacked his boots, and put back the 
brush and the bottle into the bag. 

When he had done dressing himself, the bag gave another 
little hop, and he went to it and took out— 

I. A tablecloth and a napkin. < 



3 . A sugar-basin full of the best loaf sugar 

4, 6, 8, 10. Two forks, two teaspoons, two knives, and a 
pair of sugar-tongs and a butter-knife, all marked G. 

IT, 12, 13. A tca-cup, saucer, and slop-basin. 

14. A jug full of delicious cream. 

15, A canister with black tea and green. 
r6. A large lea-urn and boiling-water. 
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1% A saucepan, containing three eggs nicely done. 
i8. A quarter of a pound of best Epping butter, 
xq, A brown loaf. 

And if he hadn’t enough now for a good breakfast, I 
should like to know who ever had one? 

Giglio. having had his breakfast, popped all the things back 
into the bag, and went out looking for lodgings. I forgot to 
say that this celebrated university town was called Bosforo, 
Hu took a modest lodging opposite the Schools, paid his 
bill at the inn, and went to his apartment with his trunk, 
carpct-biig, and not forgetting, we may be sure, his o/Aer 
bag. 


When he opened his trunk, which the day before he had 
filled with his l>est clothes, he found it contaimxl only Ixwks. 
And in the first of them uhich he openctl there was 
written — 

“ Clothes for tlie batk, l>ook» for the hcswl ; 

Head, and renicini>er them when they arc read.’* 

And in his bag, when Giglio looked in it, he found a 
student's cap and gown, a writing-lxiok full of pajjer, an 
inkstand, pens, and a Johnson’s Dictionary, which was very 
useful to him, as his sjKdling had l»2en sadly neglected. 

So he sat down and worked away very very hard for a 
whole year, during which Mr. Giles ” was quite an example 
to all the .students in the Uni\’ersity of Bosforo. He never 
got into .any riots or disturbances. The Professors all spoke 
well of him, and the students liked him too; so that wbe^ 
at examinations he took all the prizes, viz. 

{ The Spelling Prize f The French Prize 

The Writing Prize I The Arithmetic Prize 

The History Prize \ The I^atin Prize 

The Catechism Prize * ITic Good Conduct Prize, 

aU felloW'Studcnts said, Hurray I Hurray for Ones I • 

'^4 



102 IN THE PAW^S HERfi WE REAO 

Giles is tlie boy— the student’s joyi Hurray for Giles 
And be brought quite a quantity of medals, crowns, books* 
and tokens of distinction home to his lodgings. 

One day after the Examinations, as he was diverting hiht- 
self at a coffee-house with two friends — (Did I tell you that 
in his bag, every Saturday night, he found just enough to 
pay hib bills, with a guinea over for pocket-money ? Didn’t 
I tell you? Well, he did, as sure as twice twenty makes 
forty -five) —he cliaucecl to look in tlic Bosforo ChronicU, and 
read off quite easily (for he could spell, read, and write the 
longest words now) the following — 

“ Romantic Circumstance.— One of the most extra- 
ordinary adventures that we have ever heard has set the 
neighbouring country of Cnm Tartaiy in a stale of great 
excitement. 

** It will lx* remcmljered that when the present revered 
sovereign of Crim I'artary, 1 1 is Majesty King Padella^ took 
I)Ossessiun of the throne, after having vanquished, in the 
terrific battle of Blunclerbusco, the late King Cavoljiore, 
that Princes only child, the Princess Rosalba, was not 
found m the Royal palace, of which King Padella took 
possession, and, it was said, had strayed into the forest 
(being abandoned by all her utteiickuits), where she liad been 
eaten up by those ferocious lions, the last pair of which 
were captured some time, since, and brought to the Tower, 
after killing several hundred persons. ’ 

His Majesty King Padella, wlio has the kindest heart 
in the world, was grieved at the accident which had occurred 
Ho the harmless little Princess, for whom His Majesty's 
known benevolence w'ould certainly have provided a ffuing 
establishment. But her death seemed to be certain. The 
mangled remains of a cloak, and a little shoe, were found i|| 
the' forest, during a hunting-party, in which the intrepid 
sovereign of Cnm Tariary slew two of the lions' cubs with 
bis own spear. And these interesting relics of aif inAOdSHt > 
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liitk! orcator^ were carried home and kept by their finder, 
the Baron Sptnachi, formerly an officer in Cavolfiore’s 
hotisehold. The Baron was disgraced in consequence of 
bis known legitimist opinions, and has lived for some time 
In the humble capacity of a woodcutter, in a forest on the 
outskirts of the kingdom of Crnn Tartary. 

•‘X-ast Tuesday week Baron .Spinachi nnd a number of 
gentlemen attached to the former dynasty appeared in aims, 
crying, * God save Rosaibn , the FirM (^ucen of Grim Tnrtary } ' 
and surrounding a lady whom report describes as beautiful 
exceedingly. Her history may bo authentic, is certainly most 
romantic. 

"The personage call.ng herself Rosalba states that she was 
brought out of the fort si. hftctm years since, by a lady in a 
car drawn by dragons (tins .account is ccriamly improhahle)^ 
that she was left in the P.d.icc (i.ardcn of Blomhodingn, 
where Her Royal Highness the Print css Angelica, now 
mamed to His Roy.il Highness RuUio, ( rown IVmceof Grim 
Tartary, found the child, and, with ih<it elegant benevolence 
which has always distinguished the heiress of the Throne 
of PaflagoniJ, gave the little outcast a skelter and a home! 
Her parentage not being known, and her gaib very humble, 
the foundling w'as educated in the I'aUcc m ti menial 
capacity, under the name of Ilefnnda. 

" She did not give satisfaction, and w.ss dismissed, carrying 
with her, certainly, part of a mantle and a shoe, w'hich she 
had on when first found. According to her statement, she 
quitted Blomliodinga alxnit a year ago, since which time she 
has been with the Spinachi family On the very same 
mdming the Pnnee Gigho, nephew to the King of Pafla* 
gonia, a young IVmce whose character for talent and 
were, to say truth, none of the highest ^ also quitted Blom« 
"bodinga, and has not been since heard of i ** 

What an eirtraordinary story I " said Smith and Jones. 
IWO young students, Giglio's especial friends. 
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" Ha t whal is this? *’ Giglio went on, reading 

“ Second Edition, Express.— We hear that the troop 
under Baron Spinachi has been surrounded, and utterly 
routed, by General Count ‘Hogginarmo, and the 
Princess is sent a prisoner to the capital. 

" University New^s.— Yesterday, at die Schools, the 
distinguished young student, Mr. Giles, read a Latin oration, 
and was coiiiphmenied by the Chancellor of Bosforo, Doctor 
Prugnaro, with the highest Univeisii/ honour —the wooden 
spoon." 

“ Never mind that stuff,” s.ays Giles, greatly disturbed. 
"Conic home with me, my friends. Gallant Smith! intre- 
pid Jones ! friends of my studies— partakers of my academic 
toils—I have that to tell shall astomsh your honest 
minds. " 

"Go it, old boy I " cried the impetuous Smith. 

" Talk away, my buck 1 " says Jones, a lively fellow. 

With an air of indescribable dignity, Gigho checked their 
natural, but no more seemly, familiarity. "Jones, 
my good friends,” said the Prince, " disguise is henceforth 
useless ; I am no more the humble student Giles ; I am lire 
descendant of a Royal line." 

" Ahivis tdite regibu^, I know, old co " cried Jones, 

He was going to sny old cock, but a flash from the royal 
EYE again awed him, 

"Friends," continued the Wnce, "I am that GigUo, I 
am in fact Paflagonia. Rise, Smith, and km^d not in jlhe 
public street. Jones, thou true heart 1 My faithless uncle, 
when I was a baby, filched from me that brave crown my 
father left me, bred me, all young and careless of my rights, 
like unto hapless Hamlet, Prince of Denmark; and had I 
Any thoughts aliout niy m rongs, soothed me with pr<!!kni$es 
of near redress. 1 should espouse his daughter, youi:^ 
^ Angelica ; we two indeed should reign in Paflagonia. His 
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wodift were false iolse as Angelica's heart 1 <-> false as 
Angelica's hair, colour, front tee^ I She looked with her 
skew eyes upon young fiulbo, Crira Tartary’s stupid heir, and 
irfje preened him. 'Twas then I turned my eyes upon Bet- 
slnda— Rosalba, <uf she now is. And I saw in her the blush- 
ing sum of all perfection; the pink of maiden modesty; 
the n 3 rmph that my fond hciiri had ever woo'd in dreams/* 
8ic., &c. 

(I don't give this speech, which wms very fine, hut very 
long ; and though Smith and Jones knew nothing about the 
circumstances, my dear rcad<‘r docs, so I go on.) ^ 

The Prince and his young friends hastened home to his 
apartment, highly excited by the intelligence, as no doubt 
by the /^eya/ narrator's adniimble manner of recounting it ; 
and, they ran up to his room where he bad worked so hard 
at tiis hooks. 

On his writing table wms his bag, fi^own so long that the 
Prince could not Iv'Jp remarking it lie went to it, opened 
it, and what do you think he found in it ? 

A splendid long, gold-handled, iccl velvet-scajiharded, 
cttt-and thrust sword, and on the sheath was embroidered 
*'Roralb\ ^or Ever 1” 

He drew out the sword, which flashed and illuminated the 
whole room, and called out ** Rosalba for ever I " Smith and 
Jones following him, bui quite respectfully this lime, and 
taking the time from His RoyaPHighness. 

And now his trunk opened with a sudden pong, and Out 
there came three ostrich feathers in a gold crown, surround- 
ing a beautiful shining steel helmet, a cuirass, a pair of spurs* 
Anally a complete suit of armour. 

The books « m Giglio's shelves were all gone. Where there 
had been some great dictionaries, Giglio's friends found two 
pairs of jack-boots lalviUcd, *’ Lieutenant Smith," ‘« — 
jfones. Esq.," which fitted them to a nicety. Besides, there 
helmets, liock- and breast-plates, swords, &c., just 
like ia Mr., G. P. R. James's novels; and thai evening^ 
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three cavaliers might have been seen issuing from the 
gates of Bosforo. in whom the porters, proctors, &c,, 
never thought of recognising the young Prince and bis 
friends. 

They got horses at a livery stable*keepfer’s and never drew 
bridle until they rcar hed the last town on the frontier before 
you come to Grim 'I artary. Here, as their animals were tired 
and the cavaliers hungry, they stopped and refreshed at on 
hostel. 1 could make a ch<ipter of this if I were like some 
write! s, but 1 like to cram iny measure tight down, you see, 
and give you a great deal for jour money, and in a word, 
they had some bread and-ehcesc and ale upstairs on the 
balcony of iJie inn. As they were drinking, drums and 
trumpets sounded nearer and ne.irer, the market-place w'as 
filled with soldiers, and His Royal Highness looking forth, 
recognised the Paflagoniaii lianncrs, and tlic Pahagonian 
national air which the hands were playing. 

The troops nil made for the tavern at once, and as they 
came up Giglio e.xclaimed, on Upholding# their leader, 
" Whom do I see ? Yes! No! It is, it is! Phoo! No, 
it can't Ik! 1 Yes ! it is my friend, my gallant faithful 
vete.ran, C.iptam HedzofT! Ho! Ilcd/off! Knowest thou 
not thy rrmcc. thy Gigho? Good Corporal, mcibinks We 
once were friends. Ha, Sergeant, an mv memory serves me 
right, we have had many a lx>ui at singlestick." 

“P faith, wc have, a many, good my I^rd," says the 
Sergeant. 

“Tell me, wliat means this mighty armament." continued 
His Royal Highness from the balcony, “ and whither march 
my Pndagonians ? " 

Hedtoffs head fell. “My Lord," he said, “we march 
as the allies of great Padella, Crini Tartary 's monarch." 

“ Crim Tartary 's usurper, gultant Hedzoff 1 Crim Tar- 
tary^s grim tyrant, lioncst Hedzoff 1 " said the Prince, On 
the balcony, quite sarcastically. 
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miJOW OIGUO, GENTLEMEN I tOf 

"A sddier, Prince, must needs obey his orders . mine we 
to help His Majesty Padella. And also (though alack that 
1 should say iti) to seize wherever 1 should light upon 
him*' 

First catch your hare! ha, Iledzoffr* exclaimed His 
Royal Highness. 

**~on the body of Gigho^ uhilome Prince of l^agonia/ 
HedzofT \> ent on, with indescribable emotion. * ' My Prmcc, 
give up >our sword without ado. Lookl we are thirty 
thousand men tb one 1 ** 

Give up my sword ' Giglio give up his sword I ’* cried 
the Prince , and stopping well foi-ward on to the balcony, 
the Royal youth, without piepaiahon, dclivf red a speech so 
magnihcent. th.u no rcpoit can do justice to it It was all 
in blank \eise (in which, from this time, he invariably spoke, 
as more becoming his majestic station). It lasted for thtee 
days and three nights, during which not a single person who 
heanl him was tired, or remarked the difference between 
daylight and dark. 1 he soldic rs only ( hecring tremendously, 
when occasionally, once m nine horns, the Prince paused to 
suck an orange, winch Jone:» took out of the bag. lie 
explained, m terms which wc say we shall not attempt to 
convey, the whole history of the previous transaction, and 
his determination not only not to give up bis sword, but to 
ossufne his rightful crown , and at the end of this extra- 
ordinary, this truly gigantic effort, Captain Hed/ofl flung 
up his helmet, and cried, "Hurray! Hurray! Long live 
King Giglio ! *' 

Such were the consequences of b.a\ang employed bis time 
wuU at College • 

When the utoitemcnt liad ceas«l, beer was ordered f>ui 
Ibr the army, and their sovereign himself did not disdain a 
little t And now it was widi some alarm that Captain Hed- 
uoff told him his division was only the advanced guard of 
the Puflagonian contingent, hastening to King PadellaV 
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aid —the main force being a day's march in the rear» under 
His Royal Highness Prince Bulbo. 

“We will wan here, good friend, to beat the Prince,'* 
His Majesty said, “and then will make His Royal Father 
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XV. 

ff'e return h Rosalba, 

KU9G PaDEXXA made very similar proposals to Rosalba 
to those which she had received from the various Princes 
who, as we have seen, had fiillcn ih love W'jth her. His 
Majesty was a widower, and offered to marry his fair captive 
that instant, but she declined his invitation in her usual 
polite gentle manner, staling that I‘rince Giglio was her 
love, and that any other union was out of the question. 
Having tried tciirs and supiilicaiions in vain, this violent- 
tempered monarch menaced her with threats and tortures ; 
but she declared she would rather sutler all these than 
accept the hand of her father's murderer, who left her finally, 
uttering the most aw'ful imprecations, and .bidding tier pre- 
pare for death on the following morning, 

All night long the King sj»ent in advising bow he should 
gel rid of this obdurate young creature. Cutting off her 
head was much too easy a death for her ; hanging was so 
common in flis Majesty's dominions tlial it no longer 
afforded him any s|X)rt : finally, he Ix-thought himself of a 
pair of fierce lions which had lately Ixien sent to him ns 
presents, and he determined, with these ferocious brutes, to 
hunt poor Rosalba down. Adjoining his castle w'as an 
amphitheatre where the Prince indulged in bull-baiting, rat- 
hunting, and other ferocious sports. The two lions were 
kept In a cage under this place ; their roaring might be 
beaidiiiiDVAr the whole city, the inhabitanL« of which, 1 am 
sorry to say, utronge<i in numliers to see a poor young la<iy 
gobbled up by two wild beasts. 

The King took his place in the Royal box, having the 
officers of the Court around and the Count Hogginarmo by 
his side, upon whom His Majesty was observed to look very 
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fiercely; the fact Is, Royal spies bad told the monaxtb of 
Hogj^inarmo's behaviour, his proposals to Rosalbar OAd bis 
offer to fight for the crown. Black os thitnder lookieid Kihg 
Padella at this proud noble, as tlicy sat in the front 8e£US of 



the theatre waiting to see the tragedy whcrc«.»f poor rit^ba 
was to be the heroine. 

At lengtli that Princess was brought out m her night* 
gown, with all her beautiful hair falling down her bock, and 
looking so pretty that even the beef-eaters and keepers of 
the wUd animals wept plentifully at seeing her. And tdttt 
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wstlfcied with ber poor little feet (only luckily the turena wa» 
coveted with sawdust), and went and leaned up against a 
great stone m the centre of the amphitheatre, round which 
the Court and the people were seated m boxes, with ban 
befoop them, for fear of the great, fierce, red-maned, black* 
throated, long -tailed, roaring, bellowing, rushing lions. 
And now the gates uere opened, and with a ^urrawarni- 
rawarar two great lean, hungry, roaiing lions rushed out of 
their den, where they had been kept for three weeks on 
nothing but a little toast and water, and dashed straight up 
to the stone where poor Rosalba was waiting. Commend 



her to your patron saints, all you kind people, for she is in 
a dreadful state. 

There was a hum and a buzz all through the circus, and 
the fierce King F’adelU even felt a little compassion But 
Count l^o^narmo, seated by His Majesty, roared out, 
** Hiurrayl Now for it I Soo-soo soo 1 ’ that nobleman 
b^ng uncommonly angry still at Rosalba s refusal of huu. 

But O strange event t O remarkable circumstance 1 O 
eattraordlnary comadcnce, which I am sure none of you 
centld fy anjf pombiltty have divined I ^/IHien the lions 
ciUjnie to Eoealba, instead of devouring her with thenr gieat 
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teeth, it was with kisses they gobbled her up I They licked 
her pretty feet, they nuzded their noses in her lap, they 
moo'd, they seemed to say '*Dear dear sister, don't you 
recollect your brothers in the forest?" And she put her 
pretty white arms round their tawny necks, and ki5sed,|bem» 
King PiidcUa was immensely astonished. The Count 
Hogginamio was extremely disgusted. ‘ ' Pooh 1 " the Count 
cried, “Gammon I" exclaimed his Lordship. “These 
lions arc tame be;ists come from Wombwell’s or Aslley’s. It 
is a sliainc to jiut pcojilc off in this way. I believe tlicy are <. 
hltlc boy.s dressed up in door-mats. They arc no lions at all. '* 
“IIu!" said the King, “you dare to say 'gammon 'to 
your soveieign, do you? These lions are no lions at all, 
aren't they? Ho. my bi'cf'Caicrs 1 Ho! my body-guard! 
Take this Count Hogginarmo and fling him into the circus I 
Give him a sword and buckler, let him keep his armour on> 
and his weather eye out, and fight thCsSe lions." 

Tlic haughty Hogginamio laid dow'n bis opera-glass, and 
looked scowling round at the King and his attendants. 
“Touch me not, dogs !’’ he said, “or by St. Nicholas the 
Elder, I will gore )Ou ! Your Majesty thinks Hogginarmo 
is afraid? No. not of a hundred thousand lions! Follow 
me down into the circus, King Padella, and match thyself 
against one of yon brutes, lliou darcst not. Let them 
both come on, then ! " 

And opening a grating of the box, he jumped lightly 
down into the circus. 

ITurrij zpurra wurra wur-avHiw~avi ! // 

In about two minutes 
The Count Hogginarmo was 
GOBBLKD UP 
by 

tliose lions, 
bones, bools, and all, 
and 

There was an 
kind of him. 
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At this, the King said, ** Serve him right, the rebeUious 
rtifhanl And now, ns those lions won't eat that young 
>yoman “ 

L.et her off !— let her off I " cried the crowd. 

" NO I ” roared the King. “ the beef-eaters go down 
and chop her into small pieces. If the lions defend her, let 
the arcbt'rs sliout them to death. That hussy shall die in 
tortures ! " 

*' A*a-ah ! ’* cried the crowd. '• Shame ! shame I 

*‘Who dart's cry out shame? "cried the furious po- 
tentate (so little can tynants command their passions). 

Fling any scoundrel who says a word down among the 
lions ! " 

I warrant you there a dead silence then, which was 
broken by a Pang arang pang pangk.irangjiang ; and a 
Knight and a Herald rode in at the farther end of the circus. 
Tlie Knight, in full armour, with his vizor up, and bearing 
a letter on the ix>int of his hmce. 

"'Ha!" exclaimed the King, "*l>y my fay, 'ti.s Elephant 
and Castle, pursmsanl of my brother of Paftagonia ; and the 
Knight, an my memory serves me, is the gallant Captain 
HedxolT! What news from Paflagonia, gallant Hedzoff? 
Elephant and Castle, lx\shrew me, thy trumpeting must have 
made thee thirsty, \MMit will niy trusty Herald like to 
drink?" 

'* Bespeaking first safe conduct from your Lordship," said 
Captain Hedzoff, " before we take a drink of anything, permit 
us to deUver our King's message." 

'* My Lordship, hu ! " said Crim Tartary, frowning terri- 
fically. ** Tl at title soundeth strange in the anointed cars 
of a crowned King. Straightway sficak out your message, 
Knight and Herald ! " 

Reining up his charger in a most elegant maimer close 
under the King's balcony, Hedzoff turned to the Herald, 
and bode him begin. 

Etephant and Castle, dropping his trumpet over hhi, 
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Shoulder, took a large slieet of paper out of his hat and began 
to read:— 

“ 0 Yes/ O Yes ' 0 Yei/ Know all mm hy these prtwsts^ 
that we, (tt^ho, King of Pajlagonta, Grand finite 
of Cafpadocta, Soitfctgn Prune of Turh^ and the 
Sausage I\land^, having assumed our rightful throne 
and tftli long Umi fs^ tly bornt by our usurping Umle, 
styling him u Ij King of Pafl igjnta 

**Hal grovNlui I*\dUh 

Hereby ummon ihi f iLe bailor, PtuUlla, calling himself 
King of Cmn 1 artary 

The King s curses svere dreadful. “ Go on, Flephant and 
Castle • ' SiUd the ntrcpid Ilcdzoff. 

“ — To feliiJKe ft am urtondlv imprisonment his luge lady and 
rightful i)ni;n, Poiills {>utin of trim Tartaty, 
and rc dot e lu r to her Ko) al ihtotu in default of whuh^ 
/, CtigM, proilt im the said Padtllu, sneak, traitor, 
humh u sui *>( / and i oio ird. I challen him to meet 
vit wtih / st% ot uiih pistols, with battle a j^e or sword. 
With blundeifuss or stnghdul alone or at the head of 
his army on foot or on hunt back, and will prove my 
words upon hi^ tvuked ugly body f ' 

“ God sjv'e the King 1 said C aplain Hedroff, executing a 
demiYolte, two stnuluncs, and three caracols 

*' Is that all? said PadcUa, with the terrific calm of 
concentrated fury. % 

*'Th.u, Sir, IS all my Royal master's message. Here is 
His Majesty s letter m autograph, and here is his glove, and 
if any gentleman of Cnm rartary chooses to find ftiult with 
His Majesty s cxpicssions, I, Kutasoflf HedzofT. Captamof 
the Guard, am vrr> much at his service,*' and he waved his 
i]f<tncCf and looked at the .issemldy all round. 
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•* Amt what s^ya my good brother of Paflagotda, wy dear 
aonr’a father-iO'law.^to this rubbish?" asked the King. 

**The King's uncle hath been deprived Of the crown he 
unjustly wore/* said HirdzofF gravely. " He and his ex- 
Mmister, Glumboso.'are now in prison waiung the sentence 
of my Royal master. After the battle of Bombardaro — 

**Of what?** asked the surprised Padella. 

**Of Bombardaro, where my liege, his present Majesty, 
would have pei-formed prodigies of valoxu but that tlic whole 
of bis uncle's army came ovei to our side, with the exception 
of Pnnee Rulbo." 

Ah 1 my boy, iny lioy, my Bu11k> uas no traitor ! " cried 
Padella. 

** Pnnee Bull>o, far from coming over to us, ran away, sir ; 
but I caught him. The Pnnre is .1 prisoner in our army, and 
the most terrific tortures aw.iit him if a hair of the Princess 
Kosalba's head is injured " 

** Do they?” excUiimcd the furious Padella, who UTis now 
perfectly with rage. “ 1 >0 th< y inch ed ? So much the 
worse for BuIIkj. l'\e tsventv sons as lo\ely each as Bulbo. 
Not one but is as fit 10 reign asdiulbo. ^^'h^p, whack, dog, 
starve, rack, punish, torture Hulbo —break all his bones — 
roast him or fl.ay bun alive — puU all his pretty teeth out one 
by one ; but justly dear as Bullio is to me, — Joy of niy eyes, 
fond treasuic of my soul! — Ha, ha, ha, ha! revenge is 
dearer stilL Ho 1 torturers, rack-men, executioners — light 
Up the fires and make the pincers hot ! get lots of boilmg 
1 «m 1 !— Bring out Rosalb.\ ! ” 



ij6 op poor bulbo, bow they picked him 



XV[. 

How Hed\off rode hack o^uin to King Gillie, 

Captain Hedzoff rode away when King Padclla uttered 
this cruel cornniand, having done his duty in delivering the 
message with which his Royal master had entrusted him. 
Of course he was very sorry for Rosalba, but what oould 
he do? 

So he relumed to King Giglio’s camp, and found the 



roon nvjLoo ts ordi rkd tor execution. 
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young monarch in a disturbed state of mind, smolpng cigars 
in the Royal tent His Majcsty*s agitation was not appeased 
by the news that, was brought by his ambassador. "The 
bmtat ruthless rulhan Royal wretch!*' Giglio exclaimed. 
*'As England's poesy has w'cll remarked, 'The man thiit 
lays his hand upon a woman, save in the way of kindness, 
is a villain.* 'Ha, Hedzoff?" 

"That he is, your Majesty,” said the attendant. 

*' And didst thou see her flung into the oil ? and didn't 
the soothing oil — the emolhent oil, refuse to tioil, good Hed- 
xoff-— and to spoil the fairest lady ever eyes did look on?" 

" Farth, gooil my liege. I had no heart to Uwk and see a 
beauteous lady Ixiiling down ; I took your Royal message 
to Padella. and bore his l>iick to you. I told him you 
would hold Prince BuUxj answerable. He only said that 
he had twenty sons as good as Bulbo, and forthwith he 
bade the nuhless exe^nuioners proect*!!. " 

" O cruel fuller— O unhappy son • " cried the King. 
" Go, some of you, and bring Prince Bullio hither." 

Bulbo was brought in chains, looking very uncomfortAbie. 
Though a prisoner, he had liocn tolerably happy, jx^rhaps 
because his mind was at rest, and all the fighting wus over, 
and he was playing at marbles with his guards, when the 
King sent for him, 

"O my poor Bulbo," said His Majesty, writh looks of 
influitc compassion, "'hast thou heard the news?" (for you 
sec Giglio W'anled to break the thing gently to die Prince), 
" ^by brutal father has condemned Rosalba— p-p p-ut her to 
death, P-p-p-prince Bulbo ! '* 

" \Vhat» killed Betsinda ! Boo-hoo-hoo," cried out Bulbo. 
**Bet5iada! pietiy Betsinda^ dear Betsinda! She was the 
deadest little girl in the world. I love her better twenty 
Ibottsond times even than Angelica,” and he went on cx* 
pressing his grief in so hearty and unaffected a manner, 
that the King was quite touched by it, and said, shaking 
Bulbo's hand, that he wished be had known Bulbo sooner. 

VOL. IL E 
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Bulba, quite unconsciously, and meaning for the best, 
offered to come and sit with His Majesty, and smoke a 
cigar with him, and console him. The Royal kindness 
supplied Biitbo with a cigar ; he had not had one, he said, 
since he was taken prisoner. 

And now think what must have l)oen the feelings of the 
most tneniful of mondnks, when he informed his prisoner 
that, ill consequence of King I^della’s cruel and datlurdly 



ftehaviour to Rosallia, Prmcc Bulbo must instantly be 
executed 1 The noblo Giglio could not restrain his tears, 
nor could the Grenadiers, nor the officer.^, nor could Bulbo 
himself, when the matter was explained to him, and he was 
brought to understand that His Majesty’s promise, of 
course, was akove nrry thing, and Bulbo must submit. $0 
poor Bullxj was led out, Hedzoff trying to console him, by 
pointing out that if he had w^on the battle of Bombardaxo, 
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he might have hanged Prince Giglio. “Yes ! But that is 
no comfort to me now ! “ said poor Bulbo ; nor indeed was 
it> poor fellow 1 

He was told the business would be done the next morning 
at eight, and was taken Ijack to his dungeon, where ewry 
attention was paid to him. The gaoler's wife sent him lea, 
and the turnkey’s daiighicr bt'gged him to write his name 



in her album, where a many gentlemen had wrote it on 
like occasions I " Bother your album ! " says BuUk?. The 
l/ndertakcr came and nn^surcxl him for the handsomest 
coffin w'hjch money could buy: even this didn’t console 
Bullx). The Cook thought him dishes which he once UM'd 
lo like; but he wouldn't touch them: he sat down and 
tiegan writing an adieu to Angelica, as the clock kept 
always ticking, and the bands drawing nearer to next 
morning. The barticr came in at night, and ofTerud to 
Miave him for the next day. Prince Bulba kicked him 
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away, atid went on writing a ftrw words to Princess Angelica, 
a$ the dock kept always ticking, and the hands hopping 
nearer and nearer to next niontlng. He got up on the top 
Of a hat-box, on ihu lop of a dmir, on the top of his 
on th( top of his table, and looked out to see whether he 
might escape, as the clock kept always ticking and the 
hands drawing nearer, and nearer, and nearer. 

Uut looking out of tlie window* was one tiling, and jumping 



another : and the town clock struck seven. So he got in^ 
bed for a little sleep, but the gaoler came and woke him, and 
said, "Git up, your Royal Ighncss, if you please, its ien 
mim4ffs to ci^ht, " 

S<3 poor Bull>o got up ; he had gone to lied in his clotbcs 
{the kuty lioyl. and he shook himself, and said he didn't 
mind about dressing, or having any breakfast, thank you •, 
and he saw* the soldiers who had come for him. "Lead 
on/* he said ; and they led the way, deeply affected ; and 



nUtng into the tox n frightr-ning -awny iJit. lx)>s, dUd even 
the beadle and p<)hu’mtn but Rus \nu ’ 

The fett IS, that xihtn Captain Hed^off entered into the 
court of Snapdr.tgon Cistle and discoursing with King 
Padella, the Lions mack a dash at the open gate, gobbled 
ixp the sue beef-eaters in a jiffy, and assay they went with 
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Rosalba on the back of one of them, and they carried her. 
turn and turn about, till th»-y came to the city where I*n»ce 
Gjgho*!* army was encamped. 

When the Kini; heard of the Qufen’s arrival, yoti may 
think how he lushed out of his breakf.iit-room to hand Her 
Majesty off her Lion ! The Lions were g^rosvn asXu as Pigs 
now, h.iving eaten llogginaimo and all those becf-caiers, 
and were so lame, luiylxjily might p«it them. 

While Oigho knelt (most gi.icefully) and hcliwd the 
Prim ess, Ilullio, for his part, rusiied t.p and kissed the Lion, 
lie flung his arms round the fon «t aionaiLh , ho bugged 
him, nndlaiightd .and v ned for j<j\ “O \ou darling old 
be.ist, oh, how glad I am to see >ou, and the dear dear 
lW‘ts ~ th.it is. Ros.ilba '* 

'* \\ hat, IS It \ou ? jK>or Hullio ' ” '•.iid the Queen “ Ol», 
how glad / am to see vou ’ " and she gave him her hand to 
ki.sj tving (jtiglio slapjX'd him mo>t kitully on the back, 
and said. ' Bullxi, ni\ Ik>\ , I .im dt lighted, for your sid^e. 
that Hci Majestv has .irnied ‘ 

" So am I,” s.iuj Huii)o , " anJ you 7e/;r.’' 

C apuin llctUoff here came up '‘Sire, it is half-past 
eight . .shall wt proceed with the txerution^" 

*' L.\CeUlion I what lor?” asked Uulbo. 

^‘.\n oflicei onl\ knows his oiders,” replied Capt«un 
Hedroir, showing his wan.int, on which llis ?vlajesly K.ing 
Giglio smihnglv said “ IVince Hullxi li reprieved this time,” 
and most graciously invited him to breakfast 
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XVII. 

Uow a Tnmeniivus Bailie took />iinv, and v/ho won i7. 

As soon as King Psidella heard, what wc know already, 
that his vietim. the lovely Rosalba, had escaped him, His 
Majesty's fury know no bounds, and he pitched the I^rd 
Chancellor, Lord t,'haml)orlain, and every officer of the 
Crowm w'honi he could set eyes on,, into the cauldron of 
ix>iling oil prepared for the Princess. Then he ordered out 
his whole army, horse, foot, and artillery ; and set forth at 
the bead of an innumerable host, ami I should think twenty 
thousand drummers, irunij^trrs, and fifm. 

King Gighob advanced guard, you may sure, kept 
that monarch accjuainted uith the enemy s dcahng.s, and he 
was in no wise disconcertetl. He was much too fK>]jte to 
alarm the Princess, his lovely guest, with any unnecessaty 
rumours of battles miiicnding ; on the contrary, he did 
eveiy'thing to amuse and divert her , gave her a most elegant 
breakfast, dinner, lunch, and gi>t up a ball for her that 
evening, whijn he d.uiccd with her every single dance. 

Poor Bulbed was taken into favour again, and allowed to 
go quite free now. He had new clothes given him, was 
callerl “My good cousin " by Jlis Maje.>ty, and was treated 
with the greatest distinction by evcrylxxly. But it was easy 
to see he was very melancholy. The fact is, the sight of 
Ikitsinda, who looked perfectly lovely in an elegant new 
dress, set poor Bulbo frantic in love with her again. And 
he never thought alxmt Angelica, now Princess BuUk>, 
'whom he had left at home, and who, as wc know*, did not 
care much alxmt him. 

The King, d.'.ncing the twenty-fifth polka with Rosalba. 
remarked with wonder the ring she wore ; and then Rosalba 
told him how she had got it from GruffanufT, who no doubt 
had picked it up when Angelica flung it away. 

“Ves," says the Fairy Bbckstick, who bad come to sec 
the young people, and who had very likely certain plans 
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regarding them. "That ring I gave the <;^een^. Gtgito’s 
mother » who wan not, saving your presence, a 'Very wise 
woman ; it is enchanted, and whoever wears it looks beauti- 
ful- in the eyes of the wt>rld. I made- poor Prince Bulbo, 
wlien he was christcneil, the present of a rose which ina^o 
him look handsome while he had it ; but he gave it ^ to 
Angelica, who instantly looked beautiful again, whilst Bulbo 
relapsed into his natural plainness.’* 

** Rosalba needs no ring. I’m sure,” says Giglio, with a 
low bow, "Shu IS beautiful enough, in my eyes, without 
any enchanted aid " 

" Oh, sir I " said Hosalba. 

" Takeoff the ring and try,” said the King, and resolutely 
drew the ring oft' her finger. In his eyes she looked just 
as handsome us tx*fore I 

'flic King was thinking of throwing the ring away, as it 
was so dangenms and made all the people so mad about 
Rosalba ; but bang a Prince of great humour, and good- 
humour loo. he cjist eyes n[x)n a poor youth who happened 
to lx* looking on very disconsolately, and said — 

*' Bullxi, my poor lad ! come and try on this ring. The 
Piincoss Ros;\U)ii makcb it a pres^mt to you.” 

The magic proixirties of this ring were uncommonly 
strong, for no s<x>ner had Rullx) pul it on, but lo and 
beboUJ, he npfH'ared a personable agreeable young Prince 
enough — with a fine complexion, fair hair, rather stout, and 
with bandy legs ; but these w'crc encased in such a beautiful 
pair of yellow morocco lx)ots that nolx)dy remarked them. 
And Dullio’s spirits rose up almost immediately after he had 
looked in the glass, and he talked to their Majesties in the 
most lively agreeable manner, and danced opposite the" 
Qxiccn wdth one of the prettiest maids of honour, and after 
looking at Her Majesty, could not help saying — 

“ How very odd ! she is very pretty, but not so tJr/ra* 
ort/tuareiy handsome." 

" Oh no, by no me.uis ? *' Siiys the Maid of Honour. 

**Rm what care I, dear .sir,” says the Queen, wl>o Over-^ 
heard them, ** if think 1 am good-looking enough?** 
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' HU li$i|esiy's glance in reply to this nfTccUonate speech 
su^ that no i>amter could draw it. 

And the Faiiy Blackstick said. ** Bless you, my darling 
children ! Kow you are united and happy ; ajni now you 
see what 1 said from the 6rst, that a little miiifortune has 
done you both good. Vt/u, Gigilo. had you been bred in 
prosperity, would scarcely have learned to read or write— 
you would have lx*cn idle and extravagant, and could not 
have l)cen a good King, as you now'^ w'ill V>e. You, Rosalba, 
would have been so fliitter*i<l, that your little head might 
have been turned like Angelica's, who thought herself loo 
good for Giglio.” 

*' .Vs if anylwdy could l>e good enough for Aiw,” cried 
Rosalba. 

Oh, you. you darling ! *’ says Oiglio. And so sl»c w^as ; 
and he was iust holding out in'* arms ni oivler to give her a 
bhg before the whole company, wh'*n a messenger cainc 
rushing in, and saul, “ My Ix^rd, the enemy I " 

** To arms ! " cries Gigho. 

*' Oh, mercy I " says RosaJt.x. ami fuintecl of course. 

He snatched one kiss from her lips, and rushed /ofi/i fo 
Me field of battle I 

The Fairy had provided King Giglio with a suit of armour, 
which was not only embroidered all over with jewels, and 
blinding to your eyes to look at, but wa.s water-proof, gun- 
proof, and sword -proof ; so that in the midst of the very 
hottest battles His Majesty rode alx>ut as calmly as if he had 
been a British Grenadier at Alma. Were I engaged in fight- 
ing for my country, I should like such a suit of armour os 
Prince Giglio wore ; but, you know, he was a Prince of a 
fiury tale, and they always have these wonderful things. 

Besides the tairy armour, the Prince had a fairy horse, 
which would gallop at any pace you please; and a fairy 
sword, which would lengthen and run through a whole regi- 
ment of enemies at once. With such a weapon at command, 

1 wonder, for my part, he thought of ordering his army out ; 
bht forth tb^ all came, in magnificent new uniforms ; Hed- i 

ttob. H. K 2 
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zafT and the Prince's two college friends each coi^manding 
a division, and His M.ijesiy prancing in person at the head 
of them alL 

Ah I jf I luui the jx’Ti of a Sir Arcliibald Alison, tny dear 
friends, would 1 not now entertain you with the account of a 
most tremendous shindy ? Should not fine blows be struck > 
dreadful wounds l>c delivered? arrows darken the air? 
cannon balls crash through the battalions? cavahy charge 
infanlr> i infantry pitch into cavalr> ? bugles blow; drums 
Iwjai , horses ncagh , fifes srng , soldie^^ roar, swear, hurray ; 
ofticers shout out “ Forward, niy men } ' " 'Fhis way, lads ! ’* 
“ (jjvc it 'em, tmys. ! " “ I iglu for King Ciiglio and the cause 
of right ! " “ King Padella for ever ! " Would I not dcscnlx: 
oil this, I sny, and in the very finest language too? Hut this 
humble fX'n dcK'S not jK'issess the skill necessary for the dc- 
scnpiion of combats. In a word, the ovej throw of King 
Padellti's army was so complete, that if they had been 
Kiissian.s you I'ouUl not h.ivc vviahcHl them to be* more utterly 
smashed and confoundc»d. 

As foi that usurjiing monarch, having jxirformed nets of 
v.dour much more considerable than could be expi>ctcd of a 
Royal ruffian and usuhxt, who had siuh a bad c'ausc, ar\d 
who was so cruel to women, - as for King Padella, I say, 
whcMi his army ran aw a), the King ran away too, kicking 
his first general, Prince Puiuhikoff, from his saddle, and 
galloping away on the Piince’s horse, having, indeed, had 
tW'Cnty-five or iwciily-six of his own shot under him. Hed- 
zoff coming up, and finding IMnclnkofT down, as you may 
imagine, very speedily dispensed of A/w. 

Meanwhile King I’adella was scampering off as hard as 
his horse could lay legs to ground. Fast as he scampered, 
1 promise you somebody else galloped fader; and that 
individual, as no doubt you arc aware, wa,s the Royal Giglio, 
who kept bawling out, “Stay, traitor! Turn, miscreant, 
and defemi thyself! S^tand, tyrant, cow'ard. ruffian. Royal 
wretch, till I cut tliy ugly head from thy usurping shouU 
ders ! '' 

And with his fmry sword, which elongated itself at wUI, 
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STABBIKO, StASHlKO, AXING, l-\KaNG. TI7 

His Xiajosty kept poking and prodding IVlcUa in the Vmck, 
until that wicked monarch roared with anguish. 

WTien he was fairly brought to bay, PadclU turned and 
dealt Prince Giglio a prodigious crack over the swnce with 
his battle-axe, a most enormous weapon, which had cut 
down I dott‘t know how many regiments in the 
afternoon. But, law blc*ss you ; though the blow fell nghi 



down on His Majesty’s helmet, it made no more impmssion 
than if radella had struck him with a pal of butter : his 
batUe-axe crumpled up in l^adella's hand, and the Royal 
Giglio laughe<l for v«r>' scorn at the imix>tcnt efforts of that 
atrocious usurper. 

At the ill success of bis blow the Cnm Tartar monarch 
was justly irritated. 

If/' says to Giglio, *’ you ride a fairy horse, ami wear 
amKmr/what on earth is the use of my hitting you? 1 
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may as v*c11 give myself up a prisoner at once, Your 
MaJ^ly won't, I 5 iipt>oMS l)c so moan as to strike a poor 
fellow who cjin’t strike again?** 

The justice of Pralella's remark struck the magnani- 
mmisCiigiio. '* I» vou yieki youn»t'If a [msoner, PadelLt?" 
s;iys hti. 

*'Of course I clfi,*' says Padella. 

“Do you atknnvv k<y,aUia as voiir rightful Queen, 
and give uji the co<\\n and all jour treasure* to your nght- 
ful mistress -' ' 

“If 1 must 1 mu,!." i:a\s Pu<lella, \shc> was naturally very 

sulky. 

riy this time (hglio’s aides-de-camp had come up, 
whom His M.ije'-t) ordered to hind tin* prj^onei. And they 
tietl hi.s hands bihind huu and bountl his legs light under 
his horse, having set him with hi-, face to the l.ul ; and in 
this fashion he was led back tv' King (.liglio's cpiavters, and 
thrust into llio \eiv dungeon where young HuUk) had Ijocn 
confined. 

^^«ll*lIa (who was a very ditTenmt |VT^on, in the depth of 
his distress, to r.uh'ila. the prtmd weart'i of iheCnm Tartar 
crown) non most atfeclionately anr! earnestly a*ki'd to set' 
hi.s son -hi'' tleir el<lest Inn'- In* diuhng Ilullio, and that 
gtnid-natured young man never ome reproached Ins haughty 
parent for Ins unkiiul < unduct tim day Iw'foie. wlien he would 
have left Ilulbo to lx* *hot without any pity, but came to set! 
hrs father, and sjxi^e to him tlirough the grating of the 
door, Ireyond whieli he was not allowed to go , and brought 
him some sandwivdie* fioiu the grand supjXT which Hi*> 
Afiijesty was giving stairs, in honour of the brilliant 

victory which had just Ixrn achieved. 

“I cannot stay with you long, sir," says Tlulbo, who was 
in his iH'St Irall dress, as he handed his fiilhei m the prog; 
“ I am engagt^d to dance the next quadrille w ith Her Majesty 
Queen Rosallra, and I hear lire fiddles playing at this very 
moment," 

So BuU>o went bmk to the ballroom, and the wretched 
l^dcUa ate his *c»livar\ supixir in silence and tears. 
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All was now joy in King Gig1ia*.s circle. Dancing, feasting, 
fun. illuminatigns, and jollifications of all sous cMsiied. 
The ptxiple through who.se villages they jxissed were oulcred 
to illuiiiiiuite their cottages at night, and scatter Oowers on 
the roads dining the day* They were requested, and 1 
promise you they did not like to lefuse, to serve the troops 
liberally with eatables and wine; iKtsides, the army was 
enriched by the iiiirncnse quantity of plunder whim was 
found in King l*atk*!la'.s tamp, and taken from his soldiers; 
who (after they had given up evervlhing) were allowed to 
fraternise with the contpieroi* , and iht* united fori’c*.s inarched 
back by easy stagos towards King^iiglio’s capital, his Royal 
lianner and that of (Juwn ko*>.illia Ixang carried in front of 
the troops. Hed/oft was made a Duke and a field -Marshal. 
Smith and Jones were promoted lu he kails, the C‘rini 
Tartar Order of the kuiiipkin and tJie Pallagoman decoration 
of the Cucumber were frei-ly dotnbuted by their Majesties 
to the army. Oiieen Kosalha wore ilie Paliagfjman Kiblxm 
of the Cucunibfir acros.^ her nding habit, whilst King Chglio 
never apjxMred without the grand Cordon of the Pumpkin. 
How the penjrle cheercrl them as lliey lode along side by 
side ! The) were pronounced to Ih; the handsomest couple 
ever seeiu that was a mallei of c<mrst* , but they really 
very handsome, and, had ihry Ixvn otherwise, would have 
looked so. they were so hapj>y ! Their Majesties were never 
separated duiing tiie whole day. but breakfasted, dined, and 
supped together always, and rode side by side, inlerthunj^irtg 
ekgapt compliments, and indulging in the most delightful 
conversation. At night. Her M.ajcsiy's ladies of honour 
(who bad all rallied round her the day afh'r King Padqlla's 
defeat) came and conduct^**! her to the apartments prq.>ared 
for her; wliihst KingGigho, sui rounded by his gentlemen, 
withdrew to h;s own Royal quarters. It was agreed they 
should be married as soon as they rcacheii the capital, and 
c^ers were despalchetl to the Archbishop of Bloiidiodinga. 
to hold hintsclf in readiness to perform the interesting cere- 
mony. Duke Hedzoff carried the message, and gave instnic- 
tiotts to have the Royal Castle splendidly refurntslied and 



I JO here's a phetty pair of knaves. 

painted aiVcsh. The Duke seized Gluml>oso the £x*Prime 
Minister, and made him refund that considerable sum of 
money which the old scoundrel had secreted out of the late 
King's treasure. 1 le also dapped Valorosolnto prison <wbo, 
Uic way, had been dethronr^ for Some considerable period 
past), and when the Ex-Monarch weakly remonstrated, 
Hedzoff said. “A soldier, sir, knows but his duty ; my orders 
arc to lock you up along with the Ex- King Padella, w'hom 
1 have brought hither a prisoner un<ier guard.*' So these 



two Px-Royal personages were sent for a year to the House 
of Correction, and thereafter were obliged to bt*comc monks 
of the severest Order of Fl.ig»dlants, in winch Slate, by 
fasting, by vigils, by flogging (which they administered to 
one another, humbly but resolutely), no doubt they exhibited 
a repentance for their post misdeeds, usurpations, and 
priV'atc and public crimes. 

As (or (}luniboso, that rogtic was sent to the galleys, and 
never had an optvjriumiy to steal any more. 



7EU. US HOW THE KIKG BEHAVES, 
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XVIII. 

How ihfy all Joimteyfd ha£k to the Cttpi^al. 

The Fairy Blackstick, by whose means this young King 
and Queen had certainly won their respective crowns l)ack. 
would come not iinfnHjuenily to pay them n little visit — as 
they were ritling in ihoir tiiumphal progress towirds Giglio^s 
capital — change her vvaml into a pony, and travel by Uteir 
Majesties' side, giving them the very best advice. I am not 
sure that King Giglio did not think the Fairy and her advice 
Mther a lx^)rc, fancying it uas hb own valour arid merits* 
which bad put him on his ilironc, and conquered Paddla : 
and, in fine, I fear he rather gave hmisclf airs towards hi$ 
best friend and pitroness. She c>ihori(‘d him to deal justly 
by his subjects, to draw mil 11) on the liixes. never to Vircak 
his promise when he had once given it— and in all resi>eci8 
to be a good King. ^ « 

"'A good King, my dear Fairy!” cries Rasalbo, ''Of 
course he m ill Break Ins promise ! can you fancy my 
Giglio would ever do anything so improjier, so unlike him? 
No ! never I ” And she looked fondly towards Giglio, whom 
she tliought a j>aUcm of firrfcciion. 

“Why IS Fairy Hlackstick alwn>'S advising me, and 
telling me how to man;ige my government, and warning me 
to keep my word ? Does she suppose that I am not a man 
of scnsCi and a man of honour?" asks Giglio testily. 
“Melliinks sje rather presumes upon her posltij^n.” 

** Hush ! dear Gigho," says Rosalba. “You know Black' 
Stick has been very kind to us, and wc must not offend her.** 
But the Fairy was not listening to Giglio’s testy ol^scrvations, 
she had fallen back, and was trotting on her pony how, by 
Master Bulbo's side— who rode a donkey, and made himself^ 



BUIBO KOW IS HAPPY QUITU. 


ns 

prncrally beloved in ihe nrmy by his chcerhilness, kindness;, 
and gcx>d'huniour to cverylxxjy. He was eager to see his 
ditrling Ajigelica. He tlunighi iJsere never w'as such a 
charming lx;ing. » I31,ickstick did not tell him it was the 
possession of the rnagjc rose that made Angelica so lovdy 
in his ( VOS. . She brought him the very best accounts of bis 



little wife, whose misfortunes and humiluitions had indeed 
very greatly iniprtwcd her; and you see, she could whisk 
off on her wand a hundred miles in a minute, and be back 
in no time, and so carry polite messages from Bulbo to 
Angelica, and fiom Angclic-a to Bulbo, and comfort that 
youn,; man upon his jo\inu'‘y. 

^ When the Royal jxirty .\rri\ed at the lost stage before 



MADAME GRUEE DEMAXD$ HER RIGHT. 1)5 

ymi resich Blcmibodtaga, whio sliould lx? in wniiing, in her 
carri4jife there, >vith her lady of honour by lier s»ide, but the 
Princess Angelica* She nibhed into *bcr husbaud'!> nrnjs, 
scarcely stopping to make a passing curtsey to the King 
and Quccu. She had no eves but for Bultx>, who appeared 
perfectly lovely to her on account of the fairy ring which he 
wore : whilst she herself, wearing the mng[c rose in her 
lx>nnet. sotjmed entirely beautiful to Oie enniplured BulUx 

A splcnilid luncheon was s«'-rvcd lo the Royal party, of 
which the Aichbishop, the C’luincelloi , the Duke Hedzoff, 
Countess Gruflaiiuff, and all our frit nds partfvok. 'I’hc I'uiry 
Hlacksliek being seated on the left of King Ciiglio, with 
Hulbo aiul Angelica Ix^side, You could hear llie joy-bells 
ringing in the capital, anti the guns s\hich the citizens were 
firing off in hutwur of tlieir Majesties. 

"What can have induceul that hideous old f nuffanuff to 
dieis herself up in .such an abhurd way ^ DkI you nsk hei’ 
lo t/e your bridesmaid, my dear?” .savs Giglio to Rosalba, 

" What a figure of fiui (jruf’v is ! *’ 

Gruff) vas siai**!! opjvisite ihow Majestie.s, Ix twwn the 
Archbishop and the Lord Chancellor, and a figure of fun 
slie certainly was, foi she wa.s dressctl in a low white silk 
dress, with lace o\cr. a wrcatli of wiiitc roses on her wig. a 
splendid lace veil, aiifl her yelkm old neck was rovert*d with 
diamonds. She oglcrl the Ring in such a niauncr, Unit llis 
Majesty burst out laughing. 

Klev'cn o'clock!" cries Giglio, as the great Caibednil 
bell of BIomlxKlmga tolled that hour. "Genihinicn and 
ladies, we must U; .starting. Archbishop, you must tw at 
church I ihmk Ix'fore twelve?" 

^ # 

"\Vemus‘ lx: at church liefore twelve.'’ sighs out GrulL 
jonuff in a ianguistung voice, hiding her old face btdimd 
her fan. 

** And then I shall fx the happiest man in my dominions,’' 
cries Giglio. witli an elegant bow to the blushing Rosalba. 

rny Giglio! O ray dear Majesty!' exclaims Gniff-^ 



1}4 GIGUO SUOWS EXTREME DISGUST, 

anuff; "and can It that this happy moment at length 
hius arrived ''-~- 

"'Of course it has arrived/’ says the King. 

— And than am aliout to become the cartiptutcd bride , 
of my adored Giglio ! ” continues Gruffauuflf. " Lend tne a 
snicliirigdx>ltle, sotne)x>dy. 1 certainly shall faint with Joy." 

“ You my bride?" roars out Giglio. " 

" You marry niy Prince?" cries poor little Rosalba. 

“ Pooh ! Nonsense ! 'Hie woman's mad ! " exclaims the 
King. And all the courtiers exhibited, by their countenances 
and expressions, marks of surprise, or r!<h ;ule, or incredulity* 
or wonder. 

" I should like to know who cKe is gomf: to be m.irried, 
if I am not?" shrieks out GniffnniilV. *1 should like to 
know if King Giglio is a gentleman, and if there is such U 
thing ns justice in Paflagoma? I-<.»rd t'hiincellor I my I^rd 
Archbishop! will your Lordships sit by and sec a poor, 
fond, confiding, lender creature pul ujxin? lias not Prince 
(iigtio jirotnised to marry his Ikulxua? Js not this Giglio’s 
signature? Does not this paper rled.ire that he is mine, and 
only mine?" And she handed to his Gract' the Archbishop 
the dcK’iiment which the Prince signed that evening when she 
wore the magic nng, and Gigho diank so much chanijxignc. 
And the old Archbishop, t.iking out his eye gkesses, read— 

'* ' This is to ^ivf notit <% thoi /, Gi^lio, only s*nt of Stivia^ 
Alng of hc'frH "promise to marrv the 

ehotming Bo rbaro C,riseU\i Countess Gruffanuf, asui 
soidow /y the lotc Jenktn^ Grufanuff, B.squire, " 

" I I’m," Silts the Archbishop, ** the document is certainly 
a— ^document." 

Phoo ! " says thcjx>rd Ch.mccdlor, " the sign.ature 1 $ not 
ill His Majesty’s handwriting." 

Indeed, since his stiuli(*s at licsforo, Giglio had made an . 
inmiense improvement in caligraphy. 

“Is it your handwriting, Cliglio?*' cries the Fairy Black- 
stick, with an awful severity of countenance. 



SAYS HE won't, BUT KNOWS HE MUST- ?3$ 

' M Y—y— f -"-cs,” poor Giglio gasps Out, “ I had quiw for- 
gCHt^ the cofifoundcd paper : she can't mean to hold mel>y 
it. Vou old wretch, what will you take to let me off? Help 
the Queen, some onc~Hcr Majesty has fainted.” 

Ch<^ her head off ! ” exdajni the impotuous 

*' Smother the old witch ! '■ > I Kniiofr, the ardent Smith, 
Pitch her mto the river I ” J and the faithful Jones. 

But Gruffanuff Hung her arms round the Archbisliop's 
neck, and bellowed out, Justice, justice, iiiy Lord Chan- 
cellor f” so loudly, that her piercing shrieks caused every- 
body to pause. As for Rosalba, slie was lx)nie away lifeless 
by her ladies; and you may ini.iginc the look of agony 
which Giglio cast towards lh.it lovely being, as his hoja*. his 
joy, his darling, his .ill in all, wms thus removed, and in her 
place the horrul old Gruffuniff nishol up to his side, and 
once more shrieked out, " Jastiie, jusUce ! ” 

‘"Won't you take that sum of money which Ghintl>oso 
hid?” says Giglio; “two hundred and eighteen thousand 
millions, ttr ihcrealvmts. It's i handsome .sum." 

*• 1 will h.iv<‘ ihm .uid you tori ! ” .s.iys (/ruff.inuff. 

“ Let us throw the crown jewels into the bargain /' gasps 
Ottl (iiglio. 

“ I will w'rar them by my (iiglio's side 1 " s.iys GniffanufT. 

“ Will half, ihrct'-quarters, ftvc-sjxihs, nincleen-twenlieUis, 
of my kingdom do, Countess?” asks the irenibhng mon- 
arch. 

'•What wtre :dl Kiiropc to rnc without /ou, my Giglio?” 
cries Gruff, kissing his hand. 

"I won't, I can't, I shan't — I'll resign the crown first,” 
shouts Giglio, tearing away his hand ; but Gniff clung to it. 

“1 have a c'>m potency , my lovp," she says, “and with 
tbee and a cottage thy fiarljara will be happy.” 

Oiglio was half mad with rage by this lime. “ I will not 
marry her,” says he. " O F.-iiry, Fairy, give me counsel f ” 
And os he spoke he looked wildly round at the severe face 
of the Fairy Blackstick. 



156 gruffyI ’twixt the cup and up, 

“ Why b Fairy Dlaclotick always advising me, and 
warning me to keep my word? Docs she suppose that 1 
am not a man of honour?** saifi the Fairy, quoting Giglio's 
own haughty worths. He (iuail*"d under the brightness of 
her eye.s , h<‘ fell th.il there was no cscaixi for him from 
that awful int|uisii!t)n. 

''VVVIl, Archbishop, “ saitl he, in a dreadful voice that 
made his (irarc sidri, "since this I'airy has led me to the 
liolght of happiness but to dash me flown into the depths of 
despair, since I am to litst' Rosalha. let me at least keep my 
honour. Clef up. C'ouiues.s, and let u-. ix* niLirried ; 1 can 
niy wor<l, buf I can die afterwards ” 

" O dear Ihglio," cites Giufr.mutV. skipping up, " I knevs% 
I knew 1 conltl trust ih<‘e * l knew that my JMinee was the 
soul of honour. Jump into yom cainages, ladies and 
gentlonum, .ttul let us go to chuich at once; and as for 
dying, ficar (iigho, no, no ; — thou wilt forget that insignifi- 
cant little chambermaid of a quct.'n — thou wilt live to be 
consoled by thy Ikubara * She wishes to be a Qufvn, tuid 
not a C^ueeii Dowager, niv gras ions Ix>rd !" And hanging 
upon |K>or Ciiglio'.s arm. and hvnng ami grinning in his face 
in the most rh>gustmg manner, this (old wretch tripped off 
in her white siiim shix^'*, and jumjx'd into the ^ery carriage 
which hafl bivn got ready to convey (iiglio .and Rosallxi to 
church. 'Hu' cannons ro.ired ag.iin, tin* Ik’Us piealed triplc- 
bob-nnijors. the {x-ople came out flinging flowers upon the 
path of the Royal bndo and bridcgiooni. and Gruff looked 
out of the gill coach-window' ami Ixiwed and grinned to 
them. Plioo ! the horrid old w retch. 


4 * 



SURE WE KNOW THBRE’S MANY A SLIP. 1^7 


XIX. 

Jtiil nctu tve ccmt to ihe Lmi SefM in the Patthmime, 

The mai^y ups and downs of hci life liad given the Princess 
Rosalba prodigious strength of mind, and that highly-prin- 
ciplcd young woman presently recoverc’d from her fainting^ 
fit, cut of which Fairy Hlackstick, by a precious essence 
which the Fairy always earned in her j-iockel, awakened her. 

Instead of tearing her hair, crying, and iK^moantng Iierself, 
and fainting again, as many young women would have done, 
Rosalba remembered ilial she owed an example of finimess 
to her subjects ; and though sin* loved Giglio tnorc than her 
life, was cletcrmined, as '>he tr^ld the Fairy, not to interfere 
between him and justice, or (o uausc him to break his Royal 
word. 

" I cannot marry fiim. but I shall love him always,” says 
she to Blackstick , " I will go and Ik: present at his marriage 
with the Countess, and sign the Ixiok, and wish them fxappy 
with all my heart. I will see, when I gel home, whether I 
cannot make the new Queen some handsome presents. The 
eVim Tariary crown diamonds arc uncommonly fine, and 
I shall never have any. ilsc for them. 1 will live .and die 
unmarrieKl like t^ucen Elixabetli. and, of course, 1 shall leave 
my crown to Giglio when I quit tbi.s world. I.ct us go and 
see them married, my dear Fairy ; let me say one last larcweU 
to him ; and tlien, if you please?, I will return to my own 
dominions.” 

So the Fairy kissed RosallKi with ix*euliar tenderness, and 
at once changed her wand into a very comfonable coaeh-and- 
four, with a .steady coachman, and two respectable footmen 
behind, and the Fairy and Rosalba got ioto the coach, which 
Angelica and Bulbo entered after them. 



*38 PLAKS or ROGUES ARE OHEN CROST, 

As for honest he was blut^bering !n the most 

imtbctic manner, quite overcome by Rosalba's misfortune. 
She was touehtKl ))y tiie honrsi fellow’s sympathy, promised 
to restore to him the confiscated ci^taies of Duke Padella hiS 
father, and created hun, as he s.at there in the coach, 
Prince, Highness, .md I n si Gnindcc of the Crim Tartar 
Empire. 

Thecoaeh moved on, and, being a I'airy coach, soon came 
up with the btirl.xl proccs;>ion. 

IVrorc the rcreiiion) at thurc.. wa- custom in Paflil- 
gonia, as It IS in otlier for the Lirid*' and bride* 

groom lo sign the Contrac t of Mamaty, whuJi was to lx; 
witnessed by tlio t'hancWloi, Mui'sici, Lord Mviyor, and 
principal ortioers of st it'’ 

Now, 113 the Royal pal.uo was U'ing painted and furnishetl 
anew, it was nut ready for the iceeption of tlie King and his 
bride, who })u»j>i.\se<l at first lo take up their residence at the 
Prince's pal.\i<\ that one whicli Valoroso *f'cupied when 
Angelica was 1 k>mi, and Ix'foie ho UMirjx'd tin throne. 

So the marriage party drove uji to the pakece . the dig»v'- 
larics got out ol ihca' carriage > and stood aside • poor Rosalha 
stcpjK'd f)Ul of her coa< li sujqx’Tied by Riilbo, and stoo<i 
almost f.\inting up against the taihrigs so as to have a Uist 
look of her (Ic.u Gigho. 

As for blackstick. she, aevorUing to her custom, hiid ^ewn 
out of the coach window in sonic inscrutable manner, and 
was novy standing at the palace vloor. 

Gtglio came up the step.s with his horrible bride on hb 
arm, looking as jxtle as if he was going to execution. I le only 
frowned at the I'airy Hlacksiick— he was angry with her, and 
thought she came to insult his nuvv'ry. 

out of the way. pray,” says CirufEinuff haughtily, 
•’ I wonder why you are always poking your nose into other 
pec^Ie’s aOairs ? 

Are you delcrminvxi to nuke lhi:» poor young man un- 
happy?'* soys lilacksiick. 





madam tiRurpANVlT vism a husband. 


GRUFFV’S HUSBAND WON AND LOST. 1 39 

*'To marry him/ yes! What Irniiniiss is il of yours? 
Pray, madam, don‘t s;iy ^you' to a Quoen,” cries Gruff- 
anuff- 

“ You wont lake the money he offered you?" 

You won't lot him off his iKirgaiit, though you know you 
cheated him when you made him sign the paj^cr?" 

*‘lmpud«!nce l^ohccnicn, remove this woman j" cries 
GruffUnuff. And the policemen v^crc rvLshing forw'urd, biu 
with a wave of iv*T wand the Kairy simck. them all like so 
“ many statues in ilieir places. 

“You won't take anything in exchange for your bond, 
Mrs. GruffanuHV cries die hairy, wub awful seventy. "1 
speak for the last time." 

“ No ! '■ shrieks GrufCanuff, stamping with her '* MI 

have iny husl>and. my husland. my husband ♦ " 

“Yoush.m.l n.wh VUI.K IIusuamj*! the r'any Dlack* 
stick cric?d; and culvaiumg a step, laid her hand u|x>n the 
nose of the KNOt-ivi K, 

As she touched it, the brass nose seemed to elongate, the 
open mouth ojk ned still wider, and uticuvl a roar which 
^adc ever) IkxIv start. The c-yis rolled wildly ; the arms and 
legs uncurled themsclve.s, writhed a>/oui, and seemed to 
lengthen with each twist ; the knoiker exjianded into a figure 
in yellow livery, six feet high ; Uic scresvs by which il was 
fixed to the door unloosed themselves, and Jknkins Gruff- 
ANUPF once more trod the ihrcbhold off which he had been 
lifted more tlian twenty year.-* ago 1 ,, 

“Master's not at honi**," says Jenkins, just in his old 
wice; and Mrs. Jenkins, giving a dieadful/fn//, fell down in 
a fit, in which nolxjdy minded her. 

For evcryljody w',iu> shouting, “ Huzzay ! huzzay t " “ Hip. 
hip hurray ! " *' f-x>ng live the Kmg ;md Queen ! " “ Wcie 
Auch things ever .seen “ No, never, never, never ! " *’ The 
Fairy Blackstick for ever 1 " 



140 SO OUR LITTLE STORY ENDS. 

MERRY CHRISTMAS, GOOD MY FRIENDS. 

The bells were ringing double peals, the guns roaring and 
banging most prodigiously. 

Bulbo was embracing everybody ; the Lord Chancellor WAS 
dinging up his wig and shouting like a madman ; HedzodT 
had got the Archbishop r4>und the waist, and they were 
danc'mg a jig for joy ; and as for Giglio, I leave you to 
imagine what /te^wiLS doing, and if he kissed RoSalbsi once, 
twice- iwoniy tliousand times, I*in sure I don’t think be 
w'as wrong. 

So GruffanufT oiientd the hall door with a low bow, just as 
he hati been accustomed to do, and they nil went In and 
.iiigiicf! i)ie lxx>k, and then they went to church and were 
married, and the Kairy l^lack<JtKk s^nled away on her cane, 
.ind w'as never more heard of in P.iflagonia. 


AND HKKE ENDS fHIv I'lRESIDE PANTOMIME. 



THE KICKLEBURYS ON 
THE RHINE 



By Mr. M. A. TITMARSH, 



PREFACE TO THE SECOND EDITION : 


BCIMU 

AN ESSAY ON THUNDER AND 
SMALL DEER. 


A reader who may have a fancy to ptircha‘;e a copy 
of this prcicut cilitjon i)f llic “ Ilistoiy of the KieJ^Ic- 
burys Ahrojid,” had l*fsl Im* warned in time, that ih** 1 inns 
news{>!\f>er does not approve of the work, and ha.s hut a had 
opinion lx>ih of the am hoi and hts readers. Nothm/f can U; 
fniroT than this st;itoin*’nt ' if yo* hapjK'n to (akt^ iij) ihcpixir 
Ihtle volume at a rmlroait station, and read tins scrrtcnee, lay 
the IXK>k dow n , and !»uy '.omelhmg You are warned. 

What more ean the auihoi s;vy ? If aft*,T this s’oii mV/huy, 
— amen I pay \oiir num< y, take your lK>ok, and fall to. 
HetW'ccn ourselves, h<mest rc.ider, it i.s no v<’ry .strong pota* 
lion w'hich Uh* present purveyor offt-Ts to you. It will not 
trouble your head much in the drinking It was intended 
for that sort of negus which is offeriN! at (diristmas parties ; 
and of which l.adies and children may partake with rcfiesh- 
ment and cheerfulness, l^si year I tru‘<! a brew whith was 
oW, hitler, and strong ; and sc,irc'e any one would dnuk 
Jt. This year wc send round a milder tap, and it is Hkcd 
by customers : though the criucs (who hke strong ale, the 
rogues!) turn up their noses. In Heaven’s name, Mr. 
Sitnith, serve round the Ikjuor to the gentlefolks. fVay, 
dear madam, artother glass ; a is Christmas time, it wall du 
no harm. It is not intended to keep long, this sort of 
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drink (Come, froth up. Mr. I>ublisb$T. and pass quiddy 
round !) And as for the professional gentlemen, we mtisi 
get a stronger son for ^Aem some day. 

The Times gcnilenmn (a very difficult gent to please) is 
the loudest and noistVst of all, and lias made more hideous 
Eices over the refreshment offered to him than any other . 
critic* There is no ilsc shirking this statement : when *a 
man has l3e<m abuw^l in the Times, he can't hide it, any 
more than he c<)Uld hide iho knowledge of his having been 
c<immiiuvl to prison by Mr. Ifenr>' publicly caned in 
I'aU Wall, 

You see it in your fnrnds eyes when they meet you. 
The> know it. 'I’licy have t hackled over it to a man. 
They w'hisi>t!r aljtait it at the club, and livik over the paper 
at you. My ncxt*door netghliour came to me this 
morning, .and I saw- by his face that he had the w'holc story 
pat, ''Ilcm!'' says he, "well, I Aiive heard of it; and 
llic fact 1.S they were t.dkmg about you at dinner last night, 
and mentioning that the Times had—ahem I--*' walked into 
you.’" 

*' My gotxl M " I say (md M— — will corroborate, if 

need U*. the statement I make here) "here is the TimeV 
article, dated J.mn.ary ^th, which stairs so and so, and her? 
Is a letter from the publisher, likewise dated January 4th. 
nml which says 

•* ' Mv nE/\R Sir,— H aving this day sold the lost copy of 
the 6rsi edition (of r thousand) of the ’ ‘ Kicklebur^’s Abroad/' 
and having orders for more, h.id we not Ixrtirr proceed to 
a second edition? And will you permit me to enclose an 
ortler on/ d:c. &c. ? *’ 

^gular coincidence ! And if every author who was 80 
nhtiscd by a critic had a simiUir note from a pubifshcr, good 
l.or<l ! how easily wotild wc take tlie critic’s censure ! 

Yes, yes," you say ; •' it is all very well for a writer 
affect to be indifferent to a critique from the Times. 
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il AS A boy bears a At school, without crying 

ml} box don't swAg^r and brag as if ycni liked it." 

Let US have tniih before all. I would rather have a gootl 
W03d than a bad one from any person : but if a critic abuses 
Uioxn a high place, and it is worth my while. I 
Appeal If I can shoa' that the judge who is delivering 
"sentience against me, and laying down the law and nuiking 
a preteiM;e of learning, has no It'arning and no law. and is 
rtcilher more nor less than a pomjwus noodle, who ought 
not lo'lx> Iw-ird in any resiM?ctal>le court. 1 will do so; and 
then, dear friends, jwjrhaps > on will have something to laugh 
at in this book. 

“ TuK KirKLI-Bl'IiYS Abroap. 

It has been custonmry, of late years, for the purveyors 
of amusing literature— the popular authors of the day— to 
put forth certain opuscules, denoniinaleil ' f'hristmas iVooks/ 
with the ostensible intention of swelling the tide of exhtlnm' 
tion, or other expansive emotiors, incident Ufion the exodus 
of the old ar.d the iniiuguralion of the new vtur. We have 
said that their ostensible intention was such, lieraase there? 
is another motive for dicse protluciions, loc'ked up (as the 
popular author deems) in hw own br<!ast, but whicn l>etrAys 
Itself, in the <juality of the woik, as his pnncij>al inactive. 
Oh I that any muse should In* set ujxm a high stool, to cast 
Up accounts and balance a hedger 1 ^Vl it is ; and the 
popular author finds it convenient to fill up the dcclaretl 
and plaa^ himself in a jxisition the more elfeciualfy 
to encounter those liabduics which sicmly assert themselves 
contemporaneously and in contrast with the carclt'ss and 
freedtiuided tendimeies of the stsa&on by the emission of 
Christmas books— a kind of literary repiesenting 

to the emitter expunged debts, to the rrt'Civer an investrnent 
of tmigroatical value. For the mrvst part bearing the stamp 
of their origin in the vacuity of the writer’s exchequer ratlMA* 
than m the of his genius, they suggest by tl^ir feeble 

fitavour the rinsings of a void brain after the more important 
Cg^coctions of the expired year. Indiecd, wc should as little 
Ihtitk of taking these compositions as examples of the merits 
of Ihcir authors ns we should think of measuring the valuable 
«mke$ of Mr. Walker, the postman, or Mr. Ilell, the dust- 
cdltector^ tiy the copy of verses they leave at our doors a$ a 
vou I)L t 
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provocative of the expected annual gratuity— effusions with 
which they may fairly b*.‘ cJuhJicd for their irnrinstc wonh no 
less than their ultimate purfiort. 

** In the Christmas lx)ok presently under notice^ the author 
appears (under the thin disguise of Mr. Michael Angelo Tit- 
marsh) in ' prof^rul /^erwnd ‘ as the f>opular author, the con- 
tributor to Puptth, tht' romorsdoss pursuer of unoodscious 
vulgarity and IWhU'-nimdtdness. Iaunch'*d upon a lour of 
relaxation to the Rhino lUit tiiough exercising, as is the 
wont of |>opii1.\r author, m the»r moimuns of leisurQ., a plenti- 
^ful reserve ol thfjse u»i‘‘hues to which they are 

indebted for their l.uue, he, profi'sMonnl irustincts are not alto- 
gether in afjcyance. IVom the mf»nvnt Ins eye tights upon 
n tuok)cs.s tannlv group eml-irked <■» the Siiim* steamer with 
hinist‘lf. the .*ighi of h»s .irnistonied ^pjnrry- vulgarity, iin^ 
iK'tilitv, anti .dfe< tatuui re l^llt»at'*^ his sinews, and, 

playfully fastening he» salific f.ings upon the familiar prey, 
he dallies with it in mmuo lerociiv like a satMleti mouscr. 

“ ’J hough family .ind careles-^ly indeMiefl, the characters 
are those with which the .author loves to surround himself. 
A lull hunting county baronet’s widow, an mane captain of 
dragoons, a graceless young baronet, a l.uly with groundless 
pretensions to feeble luMlth and |>o«*sy, an obsequious non* 
entity her husband, and a thmsy and ailificial young lady, 
are the p'Tsonages in whom we are expected to hnd amuse- 
ment, Two indiviiluals :ilt)ne form an exception to Ihe 
alwve cftlegory. and are offered to the rcsjx'cltul admiration 
of the rc.ader, - -ilu; one, n sh.nlowy .serieant ai-la\v, Mr. 
Tilmarslis travelling companion, who escapes with a few 
side puffs of tlatterv, wliuh die author btmgglt*« not to 
render irunic.d, and a mv^ienous countess, .sjvokcn of in a 
tone of religions roveren.'i'. and apparc-nil) imrodiiccd that 

may learn by w hat dt luMte di:>crj tin nations our adbnition 
of rank should lx* regulated 

' ‘ To ihowi who love to hug themselves in a sense of 
supeu’ioniy by admeasurement with the most w’orthlt??^ of 
their species, in their most worthless asfjects, the * Kicklv> 
burv's on the Rhine’ will afford an agreeable treat, espcdally 
a$ the purveyor of the fea>i offcis his own moments of 
human weakness as a modest enir^e m this Ixuiquet gf cmng 
tucMiality. I'o our ow'n, perhaps unphilosophscal, taste the 
aspirations tow'iinls sentimental pcrft^ciion of another popular 
avitbor are infinitely prcferalile to ttuse lavdf^nk divings 
ik« ptati ^ aiieKuit' lusire is eelipstJ in tkr dssphtyi cf tJk 
4ise.iSiiiif (fpsiet. Much, m the ^scni instance, perhaps a|), 
the disagreeable effect of ius subject is no doubt altriliittafale 
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la thft absence of Mr. Thackeray's usual lafitlirtncy of siyle. 
A few Hashes, however, occur, sjjjipb as the de»cri|Mion of JVf. 
I^noir's i^aming csiablishmcnt, with the momentous crisis 
to which it was subjiviotl, ami the quaint and imaginative 
sallies evoked by the whole town of Rougcinoirbotirg ami 
its lawful prince. with tht? illustrations. whiA are 

spirited enough, redeem the book from an absolute ban. 
Mr. 'Fbackeray s ivncil is more congenial than his p<'n. lie 
cannot draw his men and women with their skins off, and, 
thcreforr, the cfTjgies of his cbaraciers are pleasanter to 
contemplate than ih< flaYc<l an.aToiiues of the li.*itcrpn\ss.‘' 

There is the whoh* nriide. And the reader will st'c (in 
th(^ paragraph preceding that nu'morabic one which winds 
up vsith the diseased oyster) that ho must Ik* a worthless 
cr«iture for daring to like the liook, as he could only do 
so from a d<“.‘irc to hug himself <n n scnNC of superiorly 
by admeasurement with the most woitlilcss of his Icllow- 
crealurcs 1 

Th« rciider is worthless for liking a Uw>k of which all 
the characters arc wo»thless, cxoejjt two, wheli .arc offered 
to his respectful adimiaiion; .nd of iliesc two the author 
docs not respect one. Intt struggles not to Inugh lu his fact* ; 
whilst he apparently of anntiH‘i in a lone of religious 

reverence, bccaiuic the lady is a countews, and lx*causc he 
(the author) is a sneak. reader, author, characters, ore 
rogues all. 1^* there any honest men left, Hal? Aliout 
lh*inting“house .‘vju.arc, luayliap you may light on an honest 
man, a squeamish man. a pror>er moral man, a man that 
sliall talk you l^nin by the h»df*column if you w ill bm hear 
him. 

And what a style it is, that great mans ! What hotghlh 
of fcinc lai^age entoi.rely ! How lie can dlscoorse you in 
English for all die world ns if it was I^atin ! F'or instance, 
suppose you and I had to announce the important news 
that some writers pulihshed what arc called C^hristmas 
books; that Christmas brjoks arc so calkd because they 
am puhltshecl at Christmas; and that the purpose of the 
attdaors isjo try and amuse people. Suppose, I say, we 
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had, by i!>e sheer foree of intellect, or by other means of 
olmTvation'or informaiio#, discovered these f^rqat tnitha, 
we should have rumoiineed them in so many words. And 
there it is that the diftl'reucc lies Ix^twecn a great waiter 
and a ptKir onr ; i\J»d ue may see how an inferior mao may 
fling a chance away, flow d^xjs my friend of the Times 
put tlit'Sc prnjx^‘iiiK>ir^ ? '* Ii has l>ccn cuslomairy/' snys 
he. "of late V'-ars kt\ the p>ir\evors of amusing literature tO 
put forth c<Tt.un f>puseul. tlmonimated Christmas l>ooks, 
w ith the oslensiMu inieniioTi of svv<“Hav» ‘he tide of cxhUaitt- 
liori, or other expansive f rtuitions. iiuident ujson the extxius 
of the oM or l!ie in.nupir.itjon '»l the ov.v Tliai is 

somevliing like a sentenre . net a word srarecly hut's in 
l*atin, and the longest and handsomest out of the whoh^ 
dictUmary. That is pro|*)cr economy— as yon see a bittk 
from Holywell Sirei t put every pindd>eck pin, ring, and 
chain wimh he jx)SSCss"S alwul hn shirt, hands, and waist* 
coat, and then go and cut a d.iJi in the Park, or swagger 
with his order to tlu’ theatre. It costs him no more to 
wear all lus ornaments aUnii his distinguished person Uian 
to leave them nl home. If )ou ran bo a swell ui a cheap 
rale, why not? Ami I ptoh-ji, fur ui) pin, I had no idea 
what I wii< rc.dly alx iu m witiing and subinititng my little 
book for salt*, iimd my frend th<- niue, looking nt the 
article, and exammim; a with the eyes r>f jt connoUNKTUr, 
proDOtmccfl dial whni I had fancic^d Minpl) to be a book 
was in fact "an opuscule denominaterl so-and-so, And 
ostensibly intended to swell the lulc of expansive emotion 
incident hif>on the inauguration of the new* year,** cart 
hardly twilfcvc as much even now^— so litik do we know 
what we really arc after, until men of genius oome and 
intcrpr<‘t. 

And bcsitles the ostensible intention, the reader will per- 
ceive that my judge has d‘sco\errvl anotlier latent motive/ 
wbkh I had "lockctl up in my own breast.’* The sly 
rogue I (if we may so sptnk of the court}. There ti iwy 
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)u!e;>lng axtyibtng from him; ami thi5» irutb, like ihe rest, 
has come oul» and is all over Kngland by this umc. Ob, 
that aU England which has Ixmglit the judge's charge, 
would purchase the prisoner’s plea m mitigation I "Oh, 
that any muse should be set on a high stool,” says the 
bench, " to cost up accounts .ind hiLtncc a hslger I Yet 
50 ll and the jiopuUr author fmtb it convenient to fill 
up the declared cU ficit by the emission of Chrmnuis books 
— kind of assign Its that Ixsir the ilamp of their ongm in 
the vacuity of the wnu.i s cvchtipui rbert* is a trope 
for you ! You rascal. ) >u wrote b< t aii^c > ou w anted money I 
His lojrdship has found out whit jou were at, and llui 
there IS a d* ficil 11 . your l !1 Itut ht got‘j on lo say that 
we poor devils .aic to Ix' pitwd m oui ntc(s»»ty , and that 
these compoMliom arc no more to be taken as examples of 
our mcnis than the vcr^c, which tin dustman leaves at his 
Ia>rd4hip's door, "as n pruvo< itive of ilie cvp'ctcd annual 
gratuity,” arc to lx; consnlued as rn/'asurmg his the scav- 
enger’s, va]u,iUe ^crvlces ncvi'rth'des^ the authoi's and 
the .scavengers "tffuMun- ma> burly lx chsj^d, for thcir 
intrinsic worth, no less than Uru ultimate puriKi’t.” 

Heaven bUss his Ixinlship on the IxMich—what a gentle- 
manlike badinage ho bis, and whit a charming and playful 
wit always at hand ’ \Yhat a senM? he lues for a simile, or 
wha^Mrs. M.ikiprop calls an odorous comparison^ and 
howpacefully he conducts rt to " us uliirnalc purport, ” A 
gentleman writing a {XKir little book is a scavenger asking 
for a Christmas-box ! 

i 

As I try this small beer which has c<\lled down such a deaf 
of thunder, I can’t help ih'nkiiig that it is not Jove who Ivsut 
tnierfered (the case was scarce worthy of his divine vindio* 
tiveDeu); but the Thunderer's man, Jupit<*r Jeames, takiitf 
his master’s place, adopting his manner, and trying lo dazde 
ajtd ix 3 ar tike his aw^ul employer. That figure of the dust- 
Wntm bm hardly tiecn flung from heaven : that ** uhiinate 
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I>ui*port ■’ ia a subj«.'ct which the Itnmortal woukt hardly 
handle. Well, well ; Set m tUlow that the book is not worthy 
of such a ix>lite critic— that the Ixscr is not strong enough for 
a gentleman uho h.Ls taste ;tnd eaiiertencc in Inier. 

That opinion no man can jisk his honour to alter; but 
(the Utir Ixiing the fjucstion) \Nhy'make unpluas,ant allusions 
to the Ctazeit*\ an<l hint at the probable barikjiipto^ of the 
brewer ? W'hy tvvit ni'i \\ah my poverty ; and what can the 
Thnei critic know about tin- vacuity ol niy exchequer ? Did 
he ever lend inc* any mkukw > Does he not himself WTile Ibf ' 
money ? (and w Iro w ould jjrudije it i. . ojch a polite and gcr>C' 
ronji and learnnl authoi '). II he fuais no disgrace in being 
paid, why shuukl 1 ? ll he iKu> ever been {xior, why should 
he joke at niy erniuy ex»'lit‘<jiier i Of course -^uch a genius is 
paid for his work, with auch neat logic, such a pure style, 
such a charming pv^-ticol turn of phra-ve, of course a critic 
gets money. Why, a M\.\n who can say of a Christmas 
book that ‘*it is an <)puM'ulc denonunaU'd so-tind-so, and 
ostensibly intendiul to swell the ndu of cvpansivc emotion 
incident u|>oii the e.xodui of the okl y<'ar," must evidently 
have had immen‘'C sums and care CNj)endcd on his early 
education, and deserves a splendid loliiin You can’t go 
into the nuukei, anrl get schol.irsinp like Mo/, without 
paying fur it . even the llogging that sinh a writer must have 
had in early youth nf he was at a pubiie school w^herc the 
rods wffiie |*aid lor) imivt have cost his parents a good^feiu. 
Where would you lind any but an aewinphshed ckisaical 
scholar to compare the IkkiXs of the i/rewnt (or indeed any 
other) writer to “sardonic divings after the jHsarl of tnUh, 
whose lustre is eclipsed m the display of the diseased oyster*/' 
nieic Ihilmgsgate doesn't turn out oysters like these ; they 
arc of the Lucrine hike this satirist has pickled his rods • 
In Latin brine. Fancy, not merely a diver, but a sardonic 
diver : and the expression cf his i:onfound4*d countenance On 
discovering not only a i>carl, but an ecli|)«ed pt^arl. which 
Wtts in a diseased oyster 1 I say it is only by an uncoxniuon 
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and happy cotnbinau<m of taste, gontus. and industry, that 
a man cun arrive at uttering such seiitime4iu in such tine 
language.--tbat such a man ought to be well paid, as I 
have no doubt he is« and that he is worthily employed to 
write literary articles^ in large type, m the leading journal of 
Eun^, Don't we w ant men of eminence and polite learning 
to sit on the literary btmeh. and to diioct the public opinion ? 

But when tins profound sdiolar compares me to a scav* 
enger who Iciive** u copy of verses at Ins ilooi and begs for a 
Chmtnias*lx>x, I must again cry out and say, " My dear sir, 
it is true your simile is offensive, but can you maJiC it out? 
Are you not lusty in >our figures and allusions?" If 1 
might give a him to so consummate a ilietoncian, you 
should be more careful in making )uui figures figures, and 
your similes like: for mstana , when )ou talk of a ticok 
*■ swelling the tide of cxlnlaranon mculcnl to the iriauguni' 
lion of the new yc.ir," or of a “ liearitig the stamp of 
its origin in vacuiiv,' &c.,— or of a rn.in diving sardonically ; 
orofapcurl edip>i d in the dj‘.j»l.iy of a disc^nscd oyster — 
there are 5 t>mc peopit n iio will not appichend your meaning : 
some will doubt winahci you had a incainng * some even 
will qui'SUou your gu'ut |»owcrs. and s;iy, *' la this man to 
Ijc a critic in a nowspa|>t r. win* h knows what English, and 
Latin too. and what scn*.c ami schoUrslnp are?" I don't 
quarrel with you - I take ioi granted your wit and learning, 
yourlhtodcsty and iKinevoiciice - but why scavenger —Jupiter 
Jeanius — why scavenger? A genihman, whose biography 
the Examiner was fond of quoting Ixforc it took its present 
serious and orthodox turn, was pursued by an outragctl wife « 
to the very lost stage of his existence w'ith on ap^icaJ almost 
ik» patbeuc--'Ah, sir, whv s^ivenger ? ' ^ 

-How can I be iike u du.sim.ui tluit rings for a Christmas- 
boat at your halbdcx>r? I never was there in my life. 1 
fievftr left at your door t* copy of verses provocative of an 
aimual giatuity, as >orir no’oie honour styles it. Who are 
you? U you are the man I tuke you 10 be, it must have been 
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ydu who «uked th« fmbltsher for my book, and not I who 
sent h in, suid licggcd a gratuity of your worship. You 
abased me out of the Titims* window ; Ijui if ever your nol^e 
honour Sent me a gratuity out of your own door, may I never 
drive another dust-cart. “ Provocative of a gratuity \ ” O 
splendid swell ! How imtdi was it your worship sent out to 
me by the footman? Every farthing you have paid I wHl 
restore to your Ixirdblnp, and I swear I shall not be a half- 
penny ihf iXKivi'r. 

A% before, and on similar s^^asons and occasions, I have 
contixired myself ton (XTsun following u not dissimibr call- 
ing: let me sup[X)se tlou, for a minute, that 1 am a writer 
of a Christmas who sits in the pit, and sees the per- 

formance of his own piece, 'riieic comes applause, hissing, 
yawning, luighter, as may l^c. but the loudest critic of all 
IS our fnetid the cin^np buck, who sits yonder and makes his 
remarks, so that all the auihcnce may hear. * ' This a farc<» I * 
say,$ Beau Tibbs : " demmy ! it‘s the w'ork of a poor deviV 
w ho WTite.s for money — confound his vulgarity 1 This a 
farce 1 \N'by isn't it a tragedy, or a comedy, or an epic poem, 
F.tap uvy vitals? This a fatce indeed ! It*s a fdler as sends 
round his 'at, and appeals to charity. Let's 'avc our money 
Imck again, Isay." And he swaggers off;— and you find 
the fellow came with an author’s order. 

But if, in sjiite of Tibbs, our *’ kyind fnends," &c. &c, &c, 
—if the little firee, which w^rs meant to amuiic Christmas (or 
’what my classical friend calls Exodus), is asked for, even up 
to Twelfth Night,— shall the publisher stop because Tibb^ i» 
dissatisfied ? WTicnc\x*r that capitalist calls to get his money 
back, he may see the letter from the respected publisher in- 
forming the author that all the copies are sold, and that there 
are demands for a new edition. U p with the curtain, then 1 
Vivat Regina 1 and no money returned, except the Timt^ 
**gnimity! ’ M. A. TITMARSH. 


t8st. 



THE KICKLEBURYS ON 
THE RHINE. 


T he cabman, \\Ijon ho biouijhi us to the wharf, and 
made hi"^ u«!u.il ch.irsjo of ik nnu“ hjs ^iirc, lK*fore 
the settlonient of ubuh bo pnlonth'd to r* fiHt the piioilrg*< 
of an txtai to our i^larid like a (ii‘vippojntocl 

fiend when Lattkm callinj; up ttu* faiildul Hmtluson, hu 
<fiq;jkr was tn ationil, uh< , lui lo him, '* Hutchibon, 
you will pay th.s man inmo S^rjf ant Lankin, my 

chambers arr in PumpC curb M) dork will settle yiih you, 
sir." The cabnum trenibh’il , wc st(‘p]M*rl on botinl , our 
lightsome luggage w.a*} t'peuhlv whisked away by the crew ; 
our berths had ljfe<n secured lo' the previous agency of 
Hutchison , and a couple of ticket , on whict. wete witUen, 
** Mr, Serjennl Lankin." "Mr Ltniarsh" (I>ankin'ii, by 
the Wray* incomparably the In'*! and comfortabli*sl sleeping 
place), were pinned on to two of the curtains of the Ijcds tn 
a side cabin when wc dcscendr*d. 

Who was on bo.ud? Therr were Jews, with Sunday 
papers and fruit , there were councis and ser\ants strag' 
gtmg about tli* re wcic those lyanled foreign v^itors of 
England, who always seem to decline to shave or wash rtiem- 
selves Oh the day of a voyage, and, on the cve of quitting 
our country, appear inclined to carry aw'ay as much as 
possible of its soil on tbcir hands and bnen. there were 
VOL. II. r a 
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parties Already cosily established on deck under the aM nlng ; 
and stendy-going travelim for'ard, smoking already t!m 
plc^osant morning cigar, and watching the phenomena of 
departun*. 

The Ik'II rings ■ they leave off bawling '* Anybody else for 
the shore / " '1 ln' last grape and Brir i lAfe merchant lias 

scuffled oirr I’nc plank ■ the Johns of the departing nobility 
and gentry line the brink of the quay, and touch their hats! 
Iliitchi .4)11 tone hci Ids lint lo nn*— to we, Heaven bless him : 
] turn rumul inc.\prc> .ihh .\ff«‘ci<.d and tlehgiitcd, and whom 
do I set* hut Captain 1 licks ! 

'* Hallo ! lieTc?’* sa>s Hicks, in a tone which seems 
to mean, “ Confound you. you arc cieiywhcre *’ 

Hicks is one of iIiuml* young men \vh.>.secm lo lie cvery- 
wdiere a great deal too often. 

How are .iluay. getting leave from tla*ir regiments? 
If they arc nut waitK'vl in tins ctauury (a', wanted they can- 
not he, lor you see them s[;niw]ing o\or the railing in Rotten 
Row all d.iY. anrl sluiking ilwii hceh at eicry hall m town), 
--if they are not wanted in this country. I say, why the 
deuce arc ihe> not ?cnt ofli* to India, or to Dcmcrara, or 
to Sierra Leone, hy Jove’- the farther the iTtirr; and I 
shouhl wi'sha good uinvhoLsomeoliniale to ir) oin. *and make 
'em hanly. Here is thiv Hicks, tlien »-( aptaui l-Auncelot 
Hicks, if you please- whose life is notiiing but breakfast, 
smoking, ruling ^chuol, biliuids, nicbs, polking, billiards, 
and smoking again, and (\j/o — pulling <Jown his mous- 

taches, and going to lake a tour idler the immense labours 
ot the season. 

How' do you do, Captain Hicks? * I say, Where are 
you going?" 

“Oh, I am going to the 'WTiine,” says Hicks ; “evewy- 
body gix's to the Whine/’ The indeed ! I dare say 

he can no more si>ell properly than he can speak, 

“W'lio is on board'-anybody?" I a.sk with the afr of a 
man of fashion. “To whom does that immense df 
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Irtgfipige belong —under charire of the lady's-nuild, the 
courier^ and the British footman 1 A large white K is 
painted on all the boxes.*' 

'• How the deuce should I know?" says Hieka, looking* 
as I fancy, both rod and angry, and strutting olf with his 
gr^t cavalry lurch and sw.^gger : whilst niy friend the 
Serjeant looks m him lo<st in admiration, and surveys his 
shining little boots, his chains and Ijrdoques, his whi&kcn 
and nmbrosi.tl moustaclics, his gloves and other dandifica- 
tions, with a jjicitsed wonder : m» ihc* J.uljes of the Sultan's 
harem surveyed the great Lady from Park Lane wlio paid 
them a visit ; or the simple .Hubjects of Montezuma looked 
at one of Cortes's heavy dragoons. 

“That mu-,t l>ea Marrjni.s at lenM," wbi*'.prrs Lankin, who 
consults me on points ol smicty, .muI pleased to have a 
great opinion of my rxpt;r encc. 

I burst out in a .scornful laugh. “ 77/.;/ T .say ; he is 
a captain of dragoons, and bis t.uhci i.s an aliorney in Bedford 
Row. The w hiskery of a roliirn r, my g^^od 1 .ankin, grow as 
long as the lieard of a IMantagonct. U don’t require much 
noble blood to learn the poik.a- If you w ere younger, 1 .ankin, 
we might go for a shilung a night, and dance every evening at 
M. lamreni's Ca'^ino, and skip about in a hule lime as well 
ds that fellow. Only wc despise the kind of ilung, you know, 
— only we're too grave, and too steady. " 

“ And too fat, ' whispers Lankm, with a laugh. 

“ Speak for yourself, you maypoic, ” «ays 1. "If you can't 
dance yourself people can dance rounti you— pul a wreath of^ 
flowers upon your old poll, suck you up in a village green, 
mid so make use of you/' 

"1 should gl dly l/c turned into anything so pleksont/* 
Lankin answers ; "and so, at least, gel a clmncc of seeing & 
pretty girl now and then. They don't show in Pump Court* 
or at the University Club, wlicrc I dine You arc a lucky 
felkw* 'ntmarsb. and go about in the world. As for me* A 
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‘‘And die judges* wives, you rogue?” I say. “ Weil, 
man ifi satisfied ; atid the only reason I have' to be angry wUb 
the captain yonder is, that, live other night, at Mrs, Perkinses, 
being in conversation \' :th a charming young creature-xwho 
knows all my fiivoufuc p;xA<.ag«"<. in Tennyson, andtakcfsa 
most delightful little line of opposition in the Church con* 
troversy - just as we w(*rc in the very closest, rleanrat, 
pleasantest pati of the Uilk, coined U]> young Hotspur yonder, 
and whUk)^ lu r away in a polka. Wliat luuc yon and I to do 
with prdkj,s, Uaukm^ He took her down to supper^what 
have you and I to do W itli 

“Our duty is to Uavc them alone," said the philosophical 
Setrjeank ' ‘ And now al>out break fast —shall we have some ? ” 
And as he spoke, a savoury lath* pirx'esJmi of stewards and 
stewards' buys, with drnb tin dislwcovcrs, passed from the 
culjoose, and dcM'cndt d the st*urs to tlie cabin. The vessel 
had passed (irccnwich bv this time, and had worked its way 
out of llic IUas^-fort^^l which guards the approaches of our 
city 

The owners of iho*;*: mnurnerablc box^k, Uigs. oilskins, 
guiiar-cn jcs, w hcreun the letter K was engraven, apj>eared to 
be three huhes, wuh a shm gentleman of two or three and , 
thirty, who >v.is probably the husband of one of them. He 
hud numberless shaw Is under hts arm and gUrU'diian>htp. He 
hiwi a strap full of Murray's Handiwoks and CoitUncntal 
(iuldes in his ktvpmg , and a little colk'Ction of paraph and 
umbrellas, bound togeiluT, .md to be earner! in state before 
the chief of the party, like the licior's fa.^ccs before the consttl. 

The chief of the pxiriy was evidently the stout lady. One 
para&ol being hifi frtre, she waved « al»out, and cominandedT 
the luggage and the menials to and fro. *' Horace, wc will 
sit ihert\" she excUiiim^l, pointing to a comfortable place on 
the deck. } ioract! went and placed the shaw ls and the Guide* 
books. “Hi rsch . avy vou eont y les b.igages ? Iron t sett morSO 
ongtoo?" 'Hie German courier sriid, '’Out, miladb”aild 
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)>owed a rattler snlky assent ** Howman, you wUI aee that 
Fmch IS torrnfbmble, ami send her to me.*’ 'Hie giganttc 
Bowmant a gentleman in an undress uniform, with vtrry targe 
and splendid armorial buttons^ and with traces of the powder 
of the Season still lingering in his hair, Ijows* and speeds upon 
my LadyJi errand. 

I rccogtobc Hirsch, a well known face upon the Europcart 
high-road, where ho has travelled with many acquaintances. 
With whom is he making the tour now ?— Mr. Hirsch is acting 
as courier to Mr, .and Mrs. Horace Milliken. They have not 
heetfinarried ni.iny months, .nnd they arc travelling. Hirsch 
says, with a contraction of his btisby cy* ‘brows, with miladi. 
Mrs. MiQiken’s tnaimna. “And who is her ladyship?" 
Hirsch’s brow contracts into deept'r furrows. “It is Milndi 
Giggh'bury," he sny’i. “Mr. Pidmarsh. IVrhab.s you know 
her," He scowls round at her, a*s die calls out loudly, 
“ Hirsch, Hirsch ! ” ami obeys tlwt summons. 

II is the grc.it !«'Hly Kicklclniry of rocklinglon .Square, 
about whom I rcniemluT Mis. IVrkins made so much ado 
at her l.ist l\all , and whom old I^’rkins conducted to supper. 
When Sir I honuas Kicklebury died (he was one of the first 
tenants of the Scjuarc), who docs not rrincml>er the scutcheon 
with the coronet with two balls, that flamed over No. 36? 
Her son was at Eton then, and has subsequently taken an 
honorary degree at Oxforch and been an ornament of 
“FkiU's'* and the “Oswestry Club." He fled into St, 
Jatpes’s from the gr<^i house in Porklington Square, and 
from St James's to Italy and the Meiliterrancan, where ho 
has been for some time in a w holcsome exile. Her <ddeit 
daughter’s marriage with r>ord Roughhead was talked about 
last year; but i^rd Roughhead, it is known, ntarried Misii 
Brent; and Horace MilUken, very much to his surprise, 
found himself the aflflinced hustiand of \fiss Lavinia KIckle. 
bury; after an agitating evening at T-ady Polkimore's, wlwn 

larinia, feeling herself faints went out on to the leads 
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(the terrace, l^dy Polkiniore wU call it), on the arm of 
Mr. MilUken, ITicy were inarrted in January ; ii"s not a 
bad match for Mibs K. Lady KickJebury goes and stops 
for six months of llic year at Pigeoncoi with her daughter 
and somindaw ; and now that they arc come abroad, she 
comes too. She mubt lx; with Lavinia.. under present 
‘circurnaiancL's. 

When 1 iun arm-m .irni. I toll this story glibly off to 
Ivankin, who astoni'-hod at my knowletlgc of the world, 
and says, " Why, "/‘nnurh. you knov\ everything/' 

** 1 t/t> know a tew things, Lankin nti Ixy," is my answer. 
** A nwn (lou't liw tit society, and society, let me 
tell you. tor nothing. " 

The fact tiiat a)i tlic above dcUiL are known to almost 
any man in our neighbourhood. l«;idy Kicklebury docs 
not nu’tet wnh niiKb, and has greater folks tlum we can 
pretend to be at her parties. Jlut we know uLout th^m. 
She'll cotnlcKc'end to come to I'erkins's, xvith zi>/um Jltm 
bitnk^ ; and she i’ overdraw anouni: but of tliat, of 
course, 1 know noilung. 

Wlicn l-ankin and I go downstair^ tu breakfast, we find, 
if not ilie bc‘>t, at least the most core'iiumnis places irt 
occupation of Lady Kicklebury's party, nnd the hulking 
la>ndon fcxUinan making a d.irknesi in the cabin, as he 
stoops thiough u Ixjuing cups and plates to his employers, 

[Why do they always put mud into coffee on board 
steaiJiers? Wnv doe?! the tea generally taste of tx^Aed 
,X>ots} Why IS the milk scarce and thin? And why do 
tlu*y have tliose blt'eding legs of boiled minion for dinner? 
I ask why? In the steamers of other nations you arc well 
fed. Is it imjxissililc that Britannia, who confessedly rules 
the wnvu's, should attend to the victuals a little, and that 
meat slmuld lx; well cooked under a Union Jack? 1 just 
pul in this question, this most interesting ' question, in a 
inomenYous parenthesis, and resume the tale.] 
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When Lankin and I descend to the cabin, tlien. the tables 
are full of ,tjobbtinjt people : and* though ilierc ih seem to 
be a couple of places near l-ndy Ktcklebury, immediately 
»he secs our eyes diroeled to the inviting gap, she slides out, 
and with her ample robe covers even more than that large 
space to which by art and nature she is eniuled, and calling 
out “Horace, Horace I " and nodding, and winking, and 
pointing, she c.uiscs lu*r sou-in law to extend the wing on 
his side. We arc tul olT iJiaf diance of a iacakfast. VVe 
shall Iwve the tea nl iti* thiul w.iier, and lliu'-e two damp 
black mutton chops, vs Inch nobotly else wili take, will fall 
to otir coM shorty 

At ibi-s nnnute a voice, ch*ar and iweel. from a tall knly 
in a black sell, saj*, “Mr. Tinnm*. ), “ and 1 Mart and 
murmur an ejacuLium of rrs|X'(.ifuI iu I tecugiihsc 

no less a per on than ihe Kigla Honourable the (.oiinicss 
of KnighlMwidge t.ikne^ her t«.i. breaking up lilllc bits of 
to.ast with her slim fmg -rs, and .silling iKtvvei:n a Itelgian 
hor?»*-deakT and a turmnn M.MOiiteilo pl.iy r who has a 
after tlic opera- hkc any oilur nvatrvi. 

I whisiK*r iier ladydap’s name to Lankin. The Serjeajit 
lo<iks towi’.rdi her witii cunonty and nwc Kven hr. in his 
Lump C ourl .sola tides, has heard of that Mar <»f hishion-"' 
that admired amongst men, and even wtmien— that Thana 
severe yet simple, the avcompiishcd Aureliii of Knighls- 
bridge. Her Imaband has but a small share of //fr qualities. 
How should he? The turf and the fox-chu*c are his delights 
—the smoking-room at the “ Traveller s ‘—nay. shall we 
say it? — Ihc ihuiiiinan <1 arcades of “VauHiail,' and ib^ 
grunbok of the oj^hcvdkd Terpsichore, KnigbtKbridgie 
bns his faults— uh ! even the peerage of Ungland is not 
exempt from them. With Duma fot his wife, he flies the 
Isalls vvht*Te she sits seven' and serene, and is to tie found 
(shrouded m smoke, *tis true), m those caves where the 
contnte chimney -sweep sings his terrible dcsith-cliaunt, or 
ihe Bacchanalian judge administers a satiric tawv Lord 
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Knightsbiidgc bus his faults then ; but he has the gout lit 
Kottgetnolrbourg, near the Rhine, aud thitlicr his wife is 
hastening to ininisicr to him. 

*'l have done," s£iys l-ady Knightsbridge, with a genHe 
bow, as she rises ; “you may have this place, Mr. Titmarsh ; 
and 1 am sorry my breakfast is over ; 1 should have prolonged 
it had I thougt)t that were coming to sit by me. Thank 
you-* my glove.” (Such an absurd httlc glove, by the way.) 
“ We shall nicfi on the deck when >ou liave done." 

And she^ moves away with an augiL^i curtsey, I can*t IcU 
how It IS, or what u i\ in that Lidv ; but she says, “ How 
do you do?” as nobody else knows how to say it. In all her 
actions, motions, ihouglits, I would Nvager there is the same 
cairn grace and harmony. She is not very handsome, being 
very thin, and rather SJuMooking. She is not very witty, 
being only up to the conviia^ation, whatever it may be ; andi 
yet, if she were in black hcrge, I think one could not help 
seeing that she was a I*nncess. and Serene Higliness ; and if 
she were a hundred years oUl, she could not be but beautiful. 

I saw her performing her devotions in Antwerp Cathedral, and 
forgot to lotjk at anything else there so cairn and pure, such 
a sainted figuic hers seemed. 

When this great lady did the present writer the honour to 
shako hlv h.ind (I had the honour to teach writing and the 
rudiments of Latin to the young and intelligent l.ord Viscount 
Pimlico), there seemed to be a commotion in the Kicklcbury 
party— heads were nodded together, and turned towards Lady 
Knightsbridge ; in w hose honour, when Lmly Kicklobury bad 
suIEctcntly reconnoitred her with her eye-glass, the baronet'a* 
lady rose and swept a reverential curtsey, Ixtckfjig until she 
fell up against the cusiiions at tho stem of the boat. X.ady 
Knightsbridge did not see this salute, for she did not acknow* 
ledge U, but walked away sltnily (she seems to glide tn and 
out of the room), and disappeared up the suir to the deck, . 

Lankin and 1 took our places, the borse-deakr making 
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room for us ; end t could not help looking, Vith e UUk atr 
of triumph^ over to the Kicklebury faction, as touch ns to 
^ ' You fine folks, with your large footman and su pcrcllious 

airs, see what m can do,” 

As I looked ^smiling, and nodding, and laughing at me, 
1 q' a knowing pretty way, and then laming to Momma as if 
Jn explanation, uhat face should I see but that of tWb young 
httdy at Mrs. Perkins's with whom I l^ad had that pleasant 
conversation which had been intorrupicd by the demand of 
Captain flicks for a dance ? So, then, that was Miss KicklC' 
bwry, about whom Miss Perkins my young fnend, has so often 
spoken to me {the young ladies woic in conversation when I 
had the happiness of joining them , and Miss P. went awTiy 
presently, to look to her guests)— ih.it is Miss Fanny Kicklc- 
bury. 

A sudden fiang shot athwart my bosom— Lankin might 
have perceived it, but tlie lioivst Serjeant was so awc-siricken 
by bin late interview w ith the (.'ounicss of Kmghisbndge, that 
his mind was unfit to grappL with other suhjecis— a pang 
of feeling (which I concc.aled under the grin and graceful 
bow wherewith Miss Fanny's salutations w^ere acknowledged) 
tore my heart strings — as I tfioiighi of — I need not say— 
of Hicks. 

He bad danced with her, he had supped with her— he was 
bere,<on board the Ixtat . Where w .as that dragoon ? 1 looked 
round for him. In quite a far corner, — but so that he could 
command the Kicklebury party. I thought, — he waseaCng his 
breakfast, the great healthy oaf, and consuming one broiled 
egg after another. 

In the course of the afternoon, all parties, as it maybe 
supposed, emerged upon deck again, and Miss Fanny and hiM: 
jnamita began w.'iiking the quarlcr-deck. with a quick pace, 
like a couple of post -captains. When Miss Fanrty saw me, 
she sloppy and smiled, and recognised the gentleman who 
had amused her so at Mrs. Perkins's, What a dear sweet 
aJkUixe Elba Perkins wasl They had been at school 
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tOj^ether. SHb was going to write to Eliza every^tbing that 
happened on the voyage. 

Bverytkingf** I said, In niy particularly sarcastic 
manner. 

“ Well* everything that was worth telling. I'hcre was a 
great nunilitr of things that were very stupid, and of people 
that w«*re very stupid. Everything ihM you say, Mr, Tiiniarsh, 
1 am sure I may put down. You have seen Mr. Tiunarsh’s 
funny hooks, Mamma ?" 

Mamma said she liad heard- she iuid no doubt they were 
very ainti'’ing. *' \\ a.s not that"- m — Lady Knigbis- 
bridge, to svhom I ;^w nou speaking, su ? ” 

** Yes ; slu: IS going in nur^-e Lord Knightsbrulge, who has^ 
the gout at Rongelnoirbourg,” 

"Indeed! how very fia lunate i ^shat an extraordinary 
coincidence ! Wc .are gtnng too,’* .said Lady Kicklelniry, 

I remarked that "everybody was going to Kougetnoirbourg 
this year; and I heard ol two gentlemen — c^outu l.’arambolc 
and (’olonel ('annon - who liad In’im obliged to sleep tlierc 
on n billiard l.tble for want of a 
" My Son Kicklebury - are you acquaint'd iih Sir 7 'homas 
Kicklcbtii y?" her Ladyship said, wilii grc.al sUileliness— ** is 
al Noirhourg, and ivill lake lodgings for us. The springs 
arc* particularly n^coinmendcd for my daughter, Mr.s. MiUi- 
ken : and, at great jx^rsonal sacnJieo, I am going thither 
myself; but ^riu\l will not a inoilicr do, Mr Titmnrsh? Did 
I rtncferstiimi >011 to s.iy that you hiive the — the tntr^ at 
Rnfghisbridge; Ilou^e? 1 he parties are not what they used 
** 16 lit', I am told. Not ih.it I have any knowledge. / am 
but a poor country Uironet's widow. Mr Tiimarsh ; though 
the Kickloburvs date from Henry’ III., and my family is not 
of ilie nnest modern in the country. You have heard of 
General Guff, my father, perhaps ? aide-de-camp to (he Duke 
of York, and wounded by HL Ro%*al Highness’s side at the 
bombardment of VaUmciennes. Wi move in ounytuit sphere/* 
*'Mrs. Perkins is a very kind creature," I said, "and it 
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was a very pleasant bait Did you noi think so^'Miss Kickhs* 
bury ? " 

“1 thought it odious,” said Miss Fanny. "1 mean, it 
was plcfcL^ant until that^tftat stupid nmn-whai was his 
name? — c;ime and took me away to dance w*ith him." 

♦ »* Wluii ! don’t you ^arc for a red coat and moustaches?" 
1 asked. 

**I adore genui*!. Mr. Titmarsh," siiid the young kidy, 
with a most kiPaag look of her beJiutiful blue cyea, ^‘nnd I 
have every one of your works by heart— all. cjtcepi the last, 
which I can't endure. I think it’s wicked, positiu;ly wdeked 
—my darling Scott ' — how can you? And arc you going to 
llpake n Chn.sima‘>-l) 0 <'>k this year?" 

"Shall 1 tcU you alxmt it?'* 

"Oh, do tell us alKjul it," said the lively charming croa* 
ture, clapping tier hands ; and we Iwgan to talk, being near 
Lnvinia (Mis. Milhken) and her huslwnd, who was ecasc* 
letisly occupied in fetihmg and carrying books, biscuits, 
pillow's an<l cloak'?, scent boilk’s, the Italian greyhound, imd 
the thouv,ind and one nec<'ssitic.s of the pale and interesting 
bride. Oh. how she did fidget ! how she did grumble 1 how 
she aliiero-<l .aiid twisted hci position ! and how'shc did make 
poor Milliken trot ! 

After Nii.ss Fanny anrl I had talked, and 1 had told her my 
plan, which s!ie pionounccd to be delightful, she continued 
— " I never was so provoketl in my life, Mr. Titmarsh, as 
when that cdioiis man came and Interrupted* that dear 
delightful conversation." 

" On your word ? 'Die odious man is on board the boaf*. 
I see him smoking just by the funnel yonder, look ! and 
looking at us. " 

** He is very stupid said Fanny ; *' and all that I adore 
Is mfiellcct, dear Mr. Titmarsh.” 

•' But why is he on board?" said I, with a /fa saufire. 

"Why is he on board.’ Why is cveryliody on board? 
How do wc meet ? (and ob, how glad 1 am 'to meet you 
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again 1) Ycm don't tnppo&e that / know how the horHd man 
camehere>'* 

Eh f he may be fascinated by a pair of Wiic eyes, Xfisi 
Fanny ! Others have been so,*^ said. 

Don’t l>e cruel to a po<ir girl, you w icked satirical erca* 
lure," she said. *'I think t.aptauf Hicks odious^there^ 
and 1 was quite angry when I saw him on the boat. Mamma 
docs not know him, and ihc was so angry with rne for danc* 
ing with him that night ; though there was noljody.of any , 
fiartlcuUr mark at poor dear >trs. Perkins’s — that is, except 
jv/i, Mr. I'Urnarsh." 

"And I am not a d«mcing man." I 'aid, with a sigh. 

*' I hale danring m»'U ; tli»'y can do nothing but dance^'^ 

" Oh yes, they can. Some of them can smoke, and some 
can nde, and some can even spell very- 

" You wicked satineaJ [X'r-von. I'm quite afraid of you ! ” 
" And .some of them call the Rhine the ' Whine,* ” I said, 
giving an adrnirnhlc imitation of {x>or Hicks's drawlmg 
manner, 

Fanny looked hard at me. with a j^uhar expression on Ijcr 
face. At last she laughed. ' ' Oh, you w icked wicked man/’ 
shr s.iid, "what a capital iitimic you .are. and so. full of 
cleverness! Do bring up k'apimn Hicks— i^n’t that hi$ 
naine?~-aml not him out for «s. Bring him and intrO’ 
ducc him to M.nnnw . do now , go ! ” 

Mamma, in the meanwhile, had waited her time, and was 
just going to step dow n the cabin stairs as I^dy Knights* 
'*\/ri(1gc ascended from them. To draw back, to make a moM 
profound curtsey, to exclaim. *’ Lady Knightslxidge I 1 have 
had the honour of seeing your I^idyship at-* hum— hum- 
hum’* (this word 1 could not c^tch) — "House,” — aS thet^ 
feats were performed by Lady Kickkbury in one instant,(^aii4 
acknowledged with the usual caimmess by the younger lady* 
"And nwiy 1 hope.” continues Lady Kicldebory, "th^ 
that most bcituiiful of all children -a mother may 
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ihflt Lord PioiHco has iticovcrcd bis wH^>oping-cough ? We 
were so anxious about him. Our medical attendant is Mr. 
Topham, and he used to come from Knighisbridge House 
lo Pockhngton Square, often and often. 1 am interested 
aboi;t die whooping-cough. My own dear Iwy had it most 
severely ; that clear girl, my cld<?st daughter, whom you see 
stretched on the bench — ^she is in a very dehcatc Mate, anti 
Ofriy lately man ied— not such a match 1 could have wished : 
l 3 Ut Mr, MilUken b of a good f.mnly, distantly related to 
your I^dysh’p’s. A Milhkon, m (icorge the ^'hlrd's reign, 
married a Bolumore, nml the lk)hiniorc?i, I lUink, arc your 
first cotfsins, 1 hey married this year, and l.itvinia is so fond 
of me, that she can't p.iri with me. anil 1 have come abroad 
just lo plciBc her. We arc gmiig to Noirbourg. I think 1 
heard from my son that Lord Knighi**bndge w'as at 
Noirbourg.” 

I believe I h.ive had the plc.isurc of seeing Sir Thomas 
Kicklcbury at Kniglitsbndge l^idy Krnghlsbridge 

said, with something of sadnc '? 

“ Indeed r and Kicld'dairy had ne\er told her! He 
lauglurd at her wlien she talked .about great people : he told 
her all sorts of ridiculous stones when upon this theme. 
But, at any rate, tlic acqiwintance. was made : Lady Kickic- 
biiry would not leave I^idy Knjghi.sbndge ; and, even in 
the throes of sea-sickness, and the secret recr**;®*^ of the cabin, 
ippuld talk to her alxjul the world, I^ajrd Pimlico, and her 
lojther. General Guff, laic aide-de-cqrnp to the Duke of York. 

That those throes of sickness ensued, I need not say, A 
short lime after passing Ramsgate, Sergeant T.nnkin, wlTo 
had been exceedingly gay ami sfUirical — (in Ins calm w ay ; he 
quotes Horace, my favourite bits as an author, to mysielf. 
and has a qutm snigger, and, so to speak, amontillailo 
flavour, exceedingly pieasani) — Ivankin, wiUi a rueful and 
livid countenance, descended into hts berth, in the which that 
six foot of serfeant |>ackc<l himself I don't know htirw. 

When l^dy Kmght&bridge went down, down went K IckJe* 
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tury* KTitlikcn and bis wife stayed, and were ill together 
on deck. A palm of gJory ought to be awarded to that man 
for his angelic paiicnci*. en«;Tgy, and sufferings It was be 
who went for Mrs. Miliikcn's maid, who arpuldn’t come to b«r 
mistress ; it was he, the siwest of men, who stormed the ladies* 
cabin— that mantiin*: harem —in order to get Jtcr mother's 
bottle of Saits , it was- lie who went for the brandy-aud* 
water, and Ix'fgr-d. and pravotl, and ixsoughl his adored 
laivinia to f.ejte a Kcil«- chop Lavinui’s reply was, *' Don't — ‘ 
go a way— don’t iea‘e, Horace, " ami forth. Ami, when 
not wanteci, the gentle cronuire sabiided on tlje bench, by hts 
\vifc’s feci, and waj* sick m siWncc* * 

[d/ew. — 111 (narric'd life ii v.'enii. to that it is 
almost always Milhkcn nnd wi(c, or jusl the contmry, Tlje 
angels imnisicr to the tynuith ; or the gentle ben[aecked 
Inisbiind cowers Ulore the superior partlct. If ever 1 
niairy. 1 know the sort of woman / will choose; and 1 
wotVl try her tempe r by o\ei indulgenc'c*, and destroy her 
fme'qiuvhiics by a ruinous subserviency to her wishcji.] 

Lmlii Mis?« f'anny stayed on deck, as well as her sister, 
and looked ;u tile stais of ho<i\c»n, ns they liegan to Sihinc 
there, and at the lortland lights as wc jjasserl them, I 
would have talked v\;th her . I would have suggested images 
of |K>esy, soul thoughts of Ix*auty ; I would have W'bispcncd 
(he word ot sentinu‘nt -tlu* iMicate allusion— the brcnihint^ 
of the ^OlIl that longs lo/ind a congenial henn— the itorroil^ 
and a;>piralKm>s of the wounded spirit, stricken and sad, ytt 
not ii/ijr'Af despairing ; still knowing that the hopo-phtot 
lurked in its crushed ruins— still able to gsutc on the Mars 
and the ocean, atid love their bhi/ing shwn, their boundkss 
a/ure. 1 would, 1 say, havx' taken the opportunity of that 
stilly night to lay Kire to her the treasures of a fwart that, 

J am happy to my, vs young sidl ; but circuinsUnccs forbftdc 
the frank outixvuring of my poet soul‘. in a word, I was 
obliged to go and lie down on the flat of my back, Bud ,, 
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endeavour to control other cniotk>!is which struggled in my 
bmast. 

Oncp, in the night > watcher. I arose, and came on deck ; 
the ve4ssel was not. mcthoughi, pitching much ; and yet-- 
and yet Kepiune was inexi>rable. The placid stars looked 
dowTi. but they gave me no |X‘ace. Lavimu Millikcn scented 
asleep, and her Horace, in a dcath-likc torjx)r. \v«is huddled 
at her feet. Mi^s Kinny had tpiiiieil the lartioard side of 
the slnj). and hiid gone to suirU>iird ; niul I thought that 
liiere was a gentU'inan Ixrsidt* her , but I could not sec wry 
ckarly, nnd returnctl to the hotrid enb, where lairikin was 
asleep, and the hddlcr undciiteaih him \vas>noring 

like his own vlol'iijcdlo. 

In the moTiitng v\c w<*ie .til as bn->k as l)ces. We were 
in the smotah waters of On: la/y .S^Jicldt The Mewards 
begun preparing bieakfa^i with th.it iiKibumal eagerness 
which they cilwavu .show. The .sit'cperb m the cabin were 
rousctl from t.hi*ir hors-'- hair couches by the stew^ards' Iwysr 
nudging, iUKl pii'dnng, and flap;* ng lablcJoiiis over them 
1 slutved and niwidc ;i neat toibau', ami came ujxjn dock 
just tis we lay ofi th.it l.ulc Dutch foil, which is. I daresay, 
diiscriU'd in “Murray's tiu^delxic'k,' and alxiut which I 
hod some rare banttr with pex^r Hicks .mti Lsidy Kjckle- 
bur>', whose sense ol humour is a riainly not very keen. 
He had, somehow, joined her l^adyshiji's p.iriy, and they 
were locking at ilie fort, and its irii oloun d jHag—lhat floats 
familiar m Vande\eldc's pictures —and at the lary slapping, 
and the tall loofs, and dumpy church lowers, imd flat 
pastures, tying Ixdore us in a Cuypdike h»ac. • 

I am sorry tp sviy, I told them the most awful fibs aljottl 
that fort. How it bad Iwen defended by the Dutch patriot. 
Van SwammcrcUni, against the united forces of the Duke 
of Alva and Marshal Turenne, whose leg w'its Shot oflf a$ 
he was leading the last unsuccessful assault, and who turned 
found to his aidc-dc-oamp and said, Alkus dire au Premier 
CcKistth qtie je meurs avee cegret dc ne pan avoir asaes 
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fait pour la France I" which gave I^dy KicklSntry an 
opi^ortunity to plartr her story of the Duke of York and 
the t)ombardfncnt of Valenciennes ; and caused young 
to look at me in n puzzled and ap|x!aling manner^ and hint 
that I w«is *' chaffing.*' 

‘"('huffing indi*cd ! " say*» I, with a particularly arch 
eye-lwinlcle at Mis> Fanny. “I wouldn't make ftm of 
Captain links! If you doubt my historical acciiraoy« 
look at the * Iliogriiphie Univcrscllc.' I sax'— look at the 
* fiiographi^' V n>ver.sellc.‘ " 

He sa»d, "O'- ah ~ the ‘ Iho 5 yv\aph>r rniverscllc* may he 
rill veuy well, and that ; but I never e.in make out whether 
you are joking or not, .v>meho\v ; and I aUvays fancy you 
are going to rne. Ha ha 1 " And he laughed/ 

the good -nntu red dragoon Inigbed, and fancied he had 
made tv joke. 

I entreated him not to l>e .so severe upon me ; and again 
tie said. " Haw haw !" and lohl me, *' 1 mustn’t expect to 
have it all my (nvn 7i\jv, and if I gave a hit, I imisl expect 
A PuKih in return, llaw' haw!" Oh, )ou honest young 
Hicks ! 

Evcrylwdy, indeed, wa» in high spirits. The fog cleared 
off, the sun shone, the ladic.s chatted and laughed, esxn Mrs. 
Milliken was In gixMbhumour (** My wife is all IniclUxt,*^ 
MiUiken says, looking at her with admiration), and talked 
with us freely and giuly. She was kind enough to say that 
it wa,s a grt!al pleasure to meet with a Iileraiy and well- 
informerl |)erson ~ that one often liwd wiUt |x;ople that dkl 
i»ot comprehend one. She asked if my companion, that tall 
gentleman— Mr. Serjeant Ivankin, was he? — was lUctaty. 
And when 1 said that I..ankin knew more Greek, and more 
Latin, and more law, and more history, and more eveiyihlng, 
than all the passengers put together, she vouchsafed to look 
at him with interest, and enter into a conversation with my 
modest friend the Serjeant. Then it was that her ododng 
htuthand said " his Lavinia was all intellect ; **— Lady Kkkte- 
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btiry saying that was not a literary woman ; that in Aer 
day few acquiremems were requisite for ibe Britisli female ; 
but that she knew /Ae spirit 6f ike and her duty .w n 
mother, ami liiat '* Lavinia and Fanny imd had the Ix'sl 
masters and the l>esl education which money anti constant 
maternal soluituck could impart.” If our inalrons arc 
virtuous, ns they are, and it is Briiain''s boast, jK'rraii me to 
SJiy that they certainly know it. 

The ceujverKition groumg powerfully intcllrcliial under 
Mrjc Miliiken, Hicki naturally lx*canH* uneasy, and 

pul an end to literature by admiring the l.idu'b’ Jiead* 
rlres«;es. "'Cab-heads, hoods.* wh.ii do yon rail ’em?” ho 
asked of Miss Kieklchary. Iijdta*d. she and her sister wore 
a couple of ilioso blue silk over-l>onnt*tSv which h.ue lately 
Ijccome the fa^-hion, and winch I never should have 
mentioned but for the young lady's reply. 

** Thosti hooiK ! ” she said - wt caii ih<nf h 0 <Hh / 

Captain Hick*^. ' * 

Oh, how pretty she looked as slie said it ! The blue cycs 
lookccUip iimk r the blue h'KHl, m archly smd gaily ; evw 
so many dimples l>egan playing alxiut her face ; her little 
voice rang so fresh and sw<vt, that a heart winch h.-is never 
loved a tre-* or flower but th*’ vegetable in question was sure 
to ptTish—a heart worn down and sickened by repeated 
di$ap{>ointrnent, mockerv. faiihlessn«*ss-~a heart whereof 
despair is .'tn accustomed tenant, and in wba^ desolate 
and lonely dcpOis dwells an alnding gloom, ijegan to throb 
once more — began to Ix ckon Hope from tiir w indow' - began 
to Admit sunshine -tx!gan to-O Folly, Folly ! O FannyT 
O Miss K., how lovely you looked as you said, "We call 
those booth Ugiks 1 ” I’gJy indet'd I 

This Is A chronicle of feelings and characters, not of 
events and places so much All this time our vessel was 
leaking mpud way up the river, and we saw before us the ^ 
sliiD towers of the noble cathedral of Antwerp soaring in the 
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rosy «un»lime. Lankin and I bad agreed to go to the 

Grand liabonreur ** on the P!acc de Mdr, They giw foo 
n particuiar kind of jam-tarts ihcre-^cttlled Knn'j Taits^ 
I think— that I rCTnenit>er. ilifse twenty years, as the veiy 
best tarts— as gorw! as the tarts which wc ate when we were 
boys. 'Ibe “ L:it)Oureur '* i-s a dejir old quiet comfortable 
hotel ; and ilK'^rt* is no in.in in F.nglind v\ ho likes w good 
dinner Irt ttor than I.ankin. 

*'\Vhai hotel do you go to? ' I a^ked of Lady KickU> 
Imry. 

“ Wc go to the ‘Siunt Anioin-.' of course. Kverybody 
goes to tile ' ^Aint Anioino.' ” lier La<lysliip said, “Wd 
propose to rest here ; to do ifie Knln-ns s , an<l to proceed 
to Cologne to-rnorrow. Horace, call Finch and Bowman; 
and your courier, if he will have the condescension to wait 
upon mi', will perhaps look to the liaggnge," 

*' I think, Lankin," said I. "as cveryliody semns gt^ng 
to the ‘Saint Aiuoine,’ wc may as well go, and not spoil 
the party.” 

think t*ll go too,’* s.ay5 Hioks ; as if Ae bclcmged to 
Ihe 'party. 

And oh, It was a great sight when we landed, and at 
every place .*\l which w'c paused afiorwarcU, to jsmwj Ilirsch 
over the Kicklelmry baggage, and hear Ills polyglot male- 
dictions ill tlic porters 1 If a man sometimes feels sad and 
lonely .at Ins Kachclor condition, if feelings of envy 
p«'rvade his heart, at s«x?ing beauty on another's arm, and 
kind eyes dio'ctecl towards a happier mug than his own— at 
least there are sonic consolations in travelling, when afdkm' 
has but one little portmanteau or Ivig wliich he can eaidly 
shoulder, and Uiinks of the innumerable bags and trunkfi 
. which the married man and the father dmgis after him. 
The married Briton on a tour is but a luggage -overseer : 
hb ittgg.age IS his morning thought, and his nightly teittMT. 
" When he fWts along the Rhine he has one eye on a ttiin, 
and the other on his luggage. When he is on the mltrodd 
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htf always thiaking* or cirdevwd by lus wife to think, ** If 
the luggage snie?'* It dings round him. It never leaves 
Idm (except when it does leave him, as a trunk or two will, 
and make him doubly mherable). His carpet -bogs he on 
his chest at night, and his wife's forgotten bandbox haunts 
his turbid dreams. 

I think it was after she found that Lady KicUcbury pro- 
posed to go to the ** Grand Sami Antoine*' that I-ady Knigbls- 
bddge put herself with her maid mio a cain.ige and went to 
the other inn. We saw her at the cathedral, where she kept 
Idoof from our thirty, Milhkeii went up the tower, and 'so 
did MKs Fanny. I am Uk> oU a iKiM'lIer to moimt up those 
immeasurable stairs, for the purpose of making ni\<ielf dizzy 
by gazing upon a vast map of low countne^i stretched 
beneath me, and waited with Mis. Milhken and her mother 
below. 

Wien the tower-dunlxTs descended, wc asked Miss Fanny 
and li«r brother what they bad siTn. 

*'Wc saw C.ipt.un liick&up iliere ** rrmatkrd Milhkrn. 
♦^And I am very glad )ou didn't T.n\iinA my love. 

The excitement would haxc l>c.en too much for >oo, tjuite 
too much.*' 

All this while Lady Kicklebury was looking at Fanny, and 
FaAny was holding her eyes down ; and I knew that lictwceu 
her and this poor Hicks there could be noth.ng serious, for 
she had laughed at him and mimicked him to me half-a-dozen 
times in the course of tlie day. 

We "do the Rubenfi's," as Lady Kicklcbury «iys; wp^ 
trudge from cathedral to picture-gallery, from church to 
ehiifuh* Wesec the calm old city, w lUi its towm and gnbtcs. 
the l^joune, and the vast town-liall , and I have the honour 
to give Lady Kicklebury my arm during these peregrinations, 
stpd to hear a hundred particulars regarding her Ladyship’s 
attd family. How Muhken has Ijeen recently building 
Ul PigwoDCOt ; bow he will have two thousand a year more 
wbeu his tmde dies; bow she hod peremptorily to pot a stop 

VOL. It G 
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to the assiduities of that unprincipled young man« Lord 
Roiighhcad, M^hom Lavinia always detested, and who 
married Miss Brent out of sheer pique. It was a great 
escape for her d.arllng Lavinia. Roughbead is a most wild 
and dissipated young man. one of Kicklebury's Christchurch 
friends, of whom her .son has too many, alas ! and she enters 
into many particulars respecting the conduct of Kicklebury 
— the unhnpp) boy’s smoking, his love of billiards, his fond- 
ness for the turf . she fears he has already injured his income, 
she fears ho is exen now playmg at Nu^rbourg ; she is going 
thither to wean him, if possible, from lus companions and 
hi<» gait'tics- what may not a mother eff»‘ct ? She only wrote 
to him the day Ix'fore they left London to announce that she 
was maixhing on hirn with her fainil>. He is in many 
respects like lus poor father— the same openness and frank- 
ness, the same easy disposition : alas ! the same love of 
pleasure. Ihit she had reformed the father, and will do her 
utmost to call back her dear misguided l>oy. She had an 
nfivantageoiis match for him in view— a lady not beautiful in 
person, it is true, but possessed of every good principle, and 
a very very handsome fortune. It was under pretence of 
(lying from this lady that Kicklebury left tos\n. But she 
knew belter. 

J s.ay voting men will be young men, and sow their wild 
Oiits ; and liimk to niystlf that the invasion of his mamma 
will be perhaps more surprising than pleasant to young Jjir 
Tlionias Kicklebury, and that she possibly talks about herself 
and her family, and lier virtues and her daughters, a little 
ioo much : but she ivili make a confidant of me, and all the 
lime we are doing the Ruljcns's she is talking of the pictures 
at Kicklebury, of her portrait by L.aw rcnce, pronounced to 
be his finest work, of I-avinia’s talent for drawing, and the 
expense of Fanny’s music-mastets ; of her house in town 
(where she hopes to see nie^; of her parties, which were 
stoppled by the illness of her butler. She talks Kicklebury 
until 1 am sick. And oh. Miss Fanny, all of this 1 endure^ 
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like an old fool, for an occasional sight of your bright eyes 
and rosy face 1 

[Another parenthesis. — "We hope to see you in town, 
Mr. Titmarsh.'* Foolish mockery ! If all the people whom 
one has met abroad, and who have said, Wc hope to meet 
you often in town," had but made any the slightest efforts 
to realise their hopes by sending a simple line of invitation 
through the penny r»o^t, what an enormous dinner acquaint- 
ance one would have had ! But I mistrust people who say, 
*' We hofx‘ to sec you in town."] 

Tonkin comes in at the end of the day, just before dinner- 
time. He ha.s paced ihc whole town by himself— church, 
tower, and fortificiilions, and Rubens, and all. He is full of 
Egmont and Alva, He is up to all the history of the 
when Chassde defended, and the French attacked the place. 
After dinner w'e stroll along the quays ; find over the quiet 
cigar in the hotel court, ^fonsieur Lankin discourses al>out 
the Rubens pictures, in a way which shows that the learned 
Soijeanl has an eye for pict0n.1l beauty as well as other 
beauties in this world, and Ctan rightly admire the vast energy, 
the prodigal genius, the roy.al splendour of the King of An- 
twerp. In the most modest way in the svorld he has remarked 
a student making clever sketches at the Museum, and lias 
ordered a couple of copies from him of the famous Vandyke 
and the wondrous Adoration of the Magi, "a greater picture," 
says hc,'*‘ than even the cathedral picture," in which opinion 
those may agree who hkc. He says he thinjcs Miss Kicklj^- 
bury is a pretty little thing ; that all my swans arc gf‘ese ; 
and that as for that old woman, with her airs and graces, she 
is the most intolerable old nuisance in the w'orld. Tlicrc is 
much good judgment, but there is loo much sardonic humour 
&bout Lankin, He cannot appreciate women properly. He 
is spoiled by being an old bachelor, and living in that dingy 
old Pump Court ; where, by the way, he has a cellar fit for a 
Pontift Wc go to rest ; they have given us bumble lodgings 
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high up itt the building, which we accept lik« philosophers 
who travel with but a portmanteau apiece. The Kicldeburys 
have the grand suite, as becomes ihcin dignity. Whidh, 
which of those twinkling lights illumines the chamber of 
Miss Fanny ? 

Hicks is sitting in the court too, smoking his cigar. He 
and l^nkm met in the fortifications. Lankin s;iys be is a 
sensible fellow, and seems to know his profession. '* Every 
man can talk well about something,” the Serjeant says. 
"And one man can about c\erytlnng,” says I ; at which 
Lankin blushes ; and vse take our tlanng tallow candles and 
go to bed. He has us up an hour before the starting time, 
and we have that period to admire Herr 01>erkellner, who 
swaggers as becomes the Oberkelhicr of a house frequented 
^by ambassadors ; w ho contradicts us to our faces, and whose 
own countenance is ornamented with yesterday's beard, of 
which, or of any pari of his clothing, the graceful youth docs 
not appear to have divested himself since last we left him. 
\Vc recognise, somewhat dingy and faded, the elaborate shirt- 
front which appeared at yesterday's banquet. Farewell, Herr 
OberkfUner ! May wc never see your handsome countenance, 
washed or unwashed, shaven or unshorn, again 1 

Here come the ladies: "Good morning, Miss Fanny.’’ 
" I hope you slept w ell , Lady Kicklebury ? " "A tremendous 
bill?” "No wonder ; how' can you expect olhcrw’ise, when 
you have sucli a bad dinner?” Hearken to Hirscli's com- 
minations over the luggage 1 Look at the honest Bclgiai^ 
soldieis, and that fat Freyschtilz on guard, his rifle in one 
Ifand, and the other hand in his pocket. Captain Hicks 
bursts into a laugh at the sight of the fat FreyschiUz, and says* . 
•' By Jove, Titnmrsh, you must cawickachaw him,” And we 
take our seats at length and at leisure, and the railway 
trumpets blow, and (sav<^for abricR hah) wc never stop tUJ 
night, trumpeting by green flats and pastures, by broad oanals 
and old towns, through Li^ge and Verviers, through Aiz and 
Cologne, till we are landed at Bonn at nightfall. 
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We all have supper, or tea— we have become pretty 
intimate—wc look at the stmngcrs’ book, as a matter of 
coursei in the great room of the Star Hotel,*’ Why, evciy- 
body is on the Rhine 1 Here are the names of half one’s 
acquaintance. 

**I see Lord and Lady Exborough arc gone on,** says 
I^ady Kicklcbury, whose eye fastens naturally on her kindred 
aristocracy. Lord and Uady Wyebndge and suite, Lady 
Zedland and her family.” 

“Hallo! here's Cutler of the Onety-onelh, and MacMull 
of the Greens, cn route to Noirbourg," says Hicks confiden- 
tially. “Know MacMull? Devilish good fellow — such a 
fellow to smoke.” 

Lankin, too, reads and grins. “ Wliy, are they going the 
Kbenish circuit ? ” he says, and reads— 

Sir .Thomas Minos, I-ady Minos, nebst IVglcitung, nus 
England. 

Sir John -Eacus, init Familie und Dienerschaft, aus 
England. 

Sir Roger Rhadamanthus. 

Thomas Smith, Serj(iiint. 

Seijcant B^o^vn and Mrs. Biown, aus England. 

Serjeant Tomkins, Anglais. Madame Tomkins, Mesde- 
moiselles Tomkins. 

Monsieur Kewsy, Conseiller dc S.M.la Rclnc d’Anglctcrrc. 
Mrs. Kewsy, three Miss Kewsys. 

And to tliis list Lankin, laughing, bad put down his own 
name, and that of the reader's obedient servant, under the 
august autograph of Lady Kicklebuty, who signed for hersTtf, 
her son-in-law, and her suite. 

Yes, we all flock the one aflcr the other, we faitl^ful Englhb 
folks. We can buy Harvey Sauce, and Cayenne Pepper* and 
MorSson’s Pills, in every city in the world. We carry our 
nation everywhere with us ; and are in our island, wherever 
we go. Toio divhos arif^-^always separated from the people 
in the midst of whom we are. 
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When we came to the steamer next moving, ** the castled 
crag of Drachenfels " rose up in the sunrise before, and looked 
as pfnk as the cheeks of Master jneky, when they have beov 
Just washed in the morning. How that rosy light, too, did 
become Miss Fanny’s pretty dimples, to be sure ! How good 
a cigar is at the early dawn ! I maintain that it has a flavour 
which it does not i>osscss at later hours, and that it partakes 
of the freshness of all Nature. And wine, too : wine is never 
sogTx>d as at breakfast ; only one can’t drink it for tipsiuess' 
*>ake. 

See! there is a young fellow drinking soda-water End 
brandy already. He puts down his glass with a gasp of satis- 
faction. It IS evident th.u ho had need of that fortifier and 
refresher. He puts down the beaker and says, *'lloware 
you. Titmarsh ? I was w cut last night. My eyes, wasn't 1 ? 
Not in the lea»5t : ihaf’s all.'* 

It is the youthful descendant and heir of an ancient line i 
the noble ICarl of Grimsby’s son. Viscount Talboys. He is 
travelling with the Rev. Baring Leader, his tutor ; who, having 
a great natural turn and liking towards the .aristocracy, and 
having inspected I..idy Kicklebury’s cards on her trunks, has 
introduced himself to her ladyship already, and has inquired 
after Sir Tlioniius KveUebuty, whom he remcmliers i>erfectly, 
and whom he had often the happiness of meeting when Sir 
Thomas was an undergraduate at Oxford, lliere arc few 
characters more amiable, and delightful to watch and con* 
template, than some of those middle-aged Oxford bucks who 
hang about the University and live with the young tufts. 
L«<^iider can talk racing and boating with the fastest young 
Christchurch gentleman. Leader occasionally rides to cover 
with Lord Talboys ; is a good shot, and seldom w^alks out 
without a setter or a sjxiniel at his heels, Ixader knows the 
*' Peerage" and the *' Racing Calendar" as well as the Oxford 
craUi-books. Leader comes up to town and dines with Lord 
Grimsby. Leader goes to Court every two years. He is 'the 
greatest swell in his comnioo-rooro. He drinks claret^ attd 
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can’t stand portru ine any longer ; and tbe old fellows of bis. 
ciotlege admire him and pet him, and got all iheir knowhxlgo 
of the world and the aristocracy from him. I admire those 
kind old dons when tltey appear affable and Jaunty, men of the 
world, members of the “ Camford and Oxbridge CUib," upon 
the London pavement. I like to see them over the Afamtfi/jr 
/’icv/m the common-room ; with a Ila. I see Lady Rackstraw 
.has another dauglucr.’*—'* I*opph‘ton there lias been at 

another parly at X House, and j'ou weren't asked, my 

lx>y.” — “Lord Co\crdale has got a large party staying at 
Coverdale. Did you know him at Christchurch ? He was a 
very handsome man before he broke lus nose fighting the 
bargeman at Iflloy : a light weight, but a l)cauiiful sparrer," 
&c. Let me add that Leader, although he does love a tuft, 
has a kind heart : as his mother and sisters in Yorkshire know ; 
ns all the village knows too — which is proud of his position in 
the great world, and welcomes him very kindly when he comes 
down and takes the duty at Christmas, and preaches to them 
one or two of “ the very serm ons which Loui Grimsby wivs 
good enough to like, when 1 delivered them at 'falboys." 

“You are not .acquainted with Lord ■rtill>o>'s?" Lcadc*' 
asks, with a air. *' 1 shall have much pleasure in 

introducing you to him, Tallnns, let me introduce you 
to Lady Kicklcbury. Sir 'Ilionias Kicklcbury was not at 
Christchurch in your lime ; but you have heard of him, I 
dare say. Your son has left a rcpulaiion at Oxford." 

“ 1 should think 1 have, too. He walked a hundred mil«i 
in a hundred hours. They said he bet that he'd drink a 
hundred pints of beer in a hundred hours ; but I don’t think 
he could do it^-not strong beer ; don't think any fnan,could. 
The beer here i'-n’t Worth a"~— 

“ My dear Talboys," says Leader, with a W'inning smile, 

I suppose Lady Kicklcbury is not a judge of beer — and 
what an unromantic subject of conversation here, under the 
castled crag immortalised by Byron." 

** What the deuce does it mean about pcasant-gtrls with 
, VOL 11, G a 
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(lurk blue eyes, and hands that offer corn and wine?" asks 
Tulboys. ** Tvt never seen any peasant-girls, except the— 
ugliest set of women I ever looked at.*' 

“The poet's licence. I see, Milliken, you are making a 
charming sketch. You used to draw when you WTre at Brase- 
nose, Milliken; and i^lay— yes, you played the violon- 
cello.'* 

Mr. Milliken still possessed these ac(;omplishments.' He 
was taken up that very evenuig by a soldier at Coblentz, for 
making a sketch of F.hronbrciistcin. Mrs. Milliken sketches 
immensely too, and v^Tiies pcK^try ^uch dreary pictures, 
such dreary poems ! but professional people arc proverbially 
jealous ; and 1 doubt whether our fellow passenger, the 
German, would even allow that Milliken tould play the 
violoncello. 

Lady Kickicbury gives Miss Fanny a nudge when Lord 
Talboy.s app<*ars, and orders her to exert all licr fascinations. 
How the old lady coa-xes, and she wheedles ! She ix)urs out 
the Talboys* p<*(ligree upon him ; and asks after his aunt, 
and his mother’s family. Is he going to Noirbourg? How 
delightful I , There is nothing like British spirits ; and to 
see an English matron well sol upon a young man of large 
foilune and high rank, is a great and curious sight. 

And yet, somehow, the Butish doggeduess does not always 
answer. “ Do you know that old woman in the drab jacket, 
Titmarsh?" my hereditary legislator asks of me, “What 
Utc devil is she bothering me for, about ray aunts, and setting 
her daughter at me? 1 ain’t such a fool os that. 1 ain't 
c?;wer, Titmarsh ; I never said I was I never pretend to be 
clever, and that— but why does iliai old fool bother me, bey? 
Heigho 1 I'm devilish thirsty. 1 was devilish cut last night. 

I think I must have another go-oflf. Hallo you ! Kellner ! 
Garsong ! Ody soda, Otcr petty vare do dyvec dc Conac. 
That's your sort ; isn’t it, I^dcr?" 

“ You will s^xvak I’rench well enough, if you practise," says# 
Leader, with a tender voice ; “ practice is everything. Shall 
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we dioe at the tabk>d'b6te? Waiter I put dowit the tiame 
pf Viscount Talboys and Mr. Leader, if ypu please.** 

The boat is full of all sorts and conditions of men. For'ard, 
there are peasants and soldiers ; stumpy placid-looking little 
warriors for the most part, smoking feeble cigars and look* 
rag quite harmless under their enormous helmets. A poor 
Stunted dull-looking boy of sixteen, staggering Iwfore a 
black-stripcd sentry-box, with an enormous musket on his 
Mulder, docs not seem to me a martial or awe-inspiring 
object. Has it not Iwen said that we carry our prejudices 
everywhere, and only admire what we arc accustomed to 
admire in our own counti*}* ? 

Yonder w'alks a handsome young soldier who has jast been 
marrying a wife. How happy they .seem I and how pleased 
that everybody should remark ihcir happiness. It is a fact 
that in the full sunshine, and lx:fore a couple of hundred 
people on board the Joseph Miller sttMiner, the soldier 
absolutely kissed Mrs. Soldier; at which the sweet Fanny 
Kicklebury was made to blush 

We were standing togriber looking at the various groups ; 
the pretty peasant -woman (really pretty for once), with the 
red head-dress and tl uttering ribbons, and the child m her 
arms; the jolly fat old gentleman (who little thought he 
would ever be a frontihpiccc in this life), and who was drink- 
ing Rhine-w'ine before noon, and turning his Iiack upon all 
the castles, towers, and ruins, which reflected their crumbling 
peaks in the water ; upon the handsome young students who 
came with us from Honn, with their national colours in their 
caps, with their picturesque looks, their yellow ringlets, iflSir 
budding moustaches, and with cuts upon almost every one 
of their noses, obtained in duels at the University ; most 
picturesque arc these fellows indeed — but ah, why need they 
have such black liands ? 

Near us is a type, too : a man who adorns his own tale, 
and points his own moral. ** Yonder, in bis carriage, sits 
the Count de Reineck, who won't travel without that dismal 
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old chariot* though it is shabby, costly, and clurasyr Rod. 
though the wicked red republicans come and smoke under 
his very nose. Ves, Miss Fanny, it is the lusty young' 
Germany, pulling the nose of the worn-out old world." 

Law, what do you mean, Mr. Tttmarsh?" cries the 
dear Fanny. 

"And here comes Mademoiselle de Reineck, with her 
companion. You see she is weanng out one of the faded 
silk gowns which she has spoiled at the Residenz during the 
season : for the Reinccks arc econonitral, though they are 
proud ; and forced, like many other insolvent grandees, to 
do and to wear shabl^y things. 

" It is very kind of ilie young countess to call her com- 
panion ' Louise,' and to let Lonuse call her ' I.aure ; " but if 
faces may be trusted, —and we can read in one countenance 
conceit and tyranny ; deceit and slyness in another, — dear 
Louise has to suffer some hard raps from dear Laiirc ; and, 
to judge from her dress, I don't think poor Louise has her 
salary paid very regularly. 

"What a comfort it is to live in a country where there is 
neither insolence nor Uankrupicy .among the great folks, nor 
cringing nor flattery among the small. Isn’t it, Miss Fanny?" 

Miss Fanny says, that she can't understand whether 1 am 
joking or serious ; and her mamma calls her away to look at 
the ruins of Wigginsiem. Everybody looks at Wigginsteiu. 
You arc told in Murray to look at Wigginstein, 

Lankin, who has been standing by, with a grin every now 
a^d then upon bis sardonic countenance, comes up and says 
— "Tiimarsh. how' can you lie so impertinent?" 

" Impertinent ! as how?" 

*' The girl must understand what you mean ; and yon 
shouldn’t laugh at her own mother to her. VHd you ever 
sec any'^thing like the way in which that horrible woman is 
following the young lord about ? " 

"See! You see it every day, my dear fellow; only the 
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trick is better done, nnd Lady Kicklebury is rather a clutnsy 
practitioner. Seel why. nobody is better aware of the 
springes which arc set to catch him than that young fellow 
hhnsclf, who is as knowing os any veteran in Mayfair. And 
you don't suppose that Lady Kicklebury fancies that she is 
doing anything mean, or anything wrong? Heaven bless 
you ! she never did anything wrong in her life. She has no 
idea but that even tiling nhe says, and tliinks, and docs is 
right. And no douiit site never did rob a church : and was 
a faithful ife to .Sjr ThomasK and pays her tradesmen. Con- 
found licr value ! Ii is that which makes her so wonderful 
—that brass armour m which she walks imponetrablc—not 
know'ing w hat pity is, or charity ; crying sometimes when 
she is vexed, or thwarted, but laughing never ; cringing, 
and domincciing by tlic same natural instinct —never doubt- 
ing about herself aliovc all. Let us rise, and revolt against 
those people, Ltinkin. Let us war with them, and smile 
them utterly. It is to use against Uiesc. especially, tliat 
Scorn and Satire were mvenfod.” 

“And the animal you attack,” says I.Ankin, " is provided 
with a hide to defend him —it is a common ordinance of 
nature.” 

And so we pass by tower and town, and float up the 
Rhine. We don’t describe the nver. Who does not know 
it? How you see people asleep in the cabins nt the most 
picturesque parts, and angry to be awakened when they fire 
off those stupid guns for the echoes ! It is as familiar to 
numbers of people as Greenwich ; and wc know the merits 
of the inns along the road as if they were the “Trafalgar" 
or the “Sla and Garter.” How stale everything grows! 
If we were to live in a garden of Kdcn, now, and the gate 
were open, we should go out, and tramp forward^ and push 
on, and get up early in the morning, and push on again— ‘ 
anything to keep moving, anything to get a change ; any* 
thing but quiet for the restless children of Cain. 
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$0 many thousands of English folks have been at Rouget- 
noirbourg in this and past seasons, that it is scarcely needful 
to alter the name of that pretty little gay wicked place. 
There were so many British barristers there this year irfat 
they called the " Hfttel des Quatre Saisons“ the Hotel of 
Quarter Sessions." There were judges and their wives, 
Bcrjeants and their ladies. Queen’s Counstd learned in the 
law, the Northern circuit and the Western circuit : there 
were officers of half-pay and full-pay, military officers, naval 
officers, and sheriffs' officers Then* were people of high 
fashion and rank, and people of no rank at all ; there were men 
and women of reputation, and of the two kinds of reputation ; 
there were Isnghsh boys pl.aving cnckct ; English pointers 
putting up the German partridges, and English guns knock- 
ing them down ; thcie were women whose hasbands, and men 
whose wives were at home ; there were High Church and 
Low C’hurch—Kngland turned out for a holiday, in a word. 
How much farther shall we extend our holiday ground, and 
where shall we camp next ? A w inter at Cairo is nothing now. 
Terhap-s ere long wc shall l)c going to Saratoga Springs, 
and the Americans coming to Margate for the summer. 

Apartments befitting her dignity and the number of her 
family had been secured for I.ady Kicklcbury by her dutiful 
son, in the same house in which one of Lankin's friends had 
secured for us much humbler lodgings. Kicklcbury received 
his mother’s advent with a great deal of got>d-humour ; and 
a w'ondcrful figure the good-natured little Ixironet was when 
he presented himself to his xislonished friends, scarcely 
irccogni.sablc by his own parent and sisters, and the staring 
retainers of their house. 

‘ ‘ Mercy, Kicklcbury ! have you become a red republican 
bis mother asked. 

*'I can't find a place to kiss you," said Miss Fanny, 
laughing, to her brother ; and be gave her pretty cheek such 
a scrub with his red lieard. as made some folks think it would 
be vety pleasant to be Miss Fanny’s brother. 
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bi the course of bis travels^ one of Sir lliomas Kiekle- 
biry's chief amusements and cares had been to cultivate this 
busby auburn ornament. He said that no man could pro- 
nAtnoe German properly without a beard to lus jaws ; but he 
did n6t appear to have got much beyond this preliminary step 
to learning ; and, in spite of his l>eard, his honest English 
accent came out, as his jolly English face looked forth from 
behind that iierce and bristly decoration, perfectly good> 
humoured and unmistakable. Wc try our best to look like 
foreigners, but we can’t. Every Jtalian mendicant or Pont 
Neuf beggar knows his Englishman in spite of blouse, and 
beard, and .slouched hat. “There is a pieculinr highbred 
grace about us,*’ I whisper to Lady Kicklebury, “ an aristo- 
cratic je ne sfais quoi. which is not to be found in any but 
Englishmen ; and it is that which makes us so immensely 
liked and admired all over the Coniirieni.” Well, this may 
be truth or joke— this may be a sneer or a simple assertion : 
our vulgarities and our insolences may, perhaps, make us 
as remarkable as that iiigh breeding which wc assume to 
p<K^es5. It may be that the Continental society ridicule's and 
detests us, as we walk domineering over Europe : but, after 
all, which of us would denationalise himself? who wouldn’t 
be an Englishman? Come, sir, cosmopolite as you are, 
passing all your winters at Rome or at Paris ; exiled by 
choice, or poverty, from your own country ; preferring easier 
manners, cheaptir pleasures, a simpler life : arc you not still 
proud of your British citizenship? and would you like to be 
a Frenchman ? ^ 

Kicklebury has a great acquaintance at Noirbourg, and 
as he walks into the great concert'room at night, inirodtx^ing 
bis mother and sisters there, he seemed to look about with a 
little anxiety, lest all of his acquaintance should recognise 
him. There arc some in that most strange and motley 
company with whom he bad rather not exchange salutations, 
under present circumstances. Pleasure-seekers from every 
natiOQ in the world arc here, sharpers of both sexes, wearers 
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of the stars and cordons of every Court in Europe : Russian 
princesses, Spanish grandees, Belgian, French, and English 
nobles, every degree of Briton, from the ambassador, who 
has his congi, to the London apprentice who has come out 
for his fortnight s lark. Kicklebury knows them all, and 
has a good-natured nod for each. 

'’Who is that lady with the three daughters who saluted 
you, Kicklebur)'?” asks his mother. 

*‘That is our Ambassadress at X., ma'am. I saw her 
yesterday buying a j>cnny toy for one of her little children in 
Fjankfort fair." 

Lady Kicklebury looks towards Lady X. ; she makes her 
excellency an undeveloped curtsey, as it were ; she waves her 
plumed head (I..ady K. is got up in great style, in a rich 
dejeuner toilette, fierfectly regardless of e.xpense) ; she salutes 
the ambassadn'ss with a sweeping gesture from her chair, 
and backs before her :ls lieforc royally, and turns to her 
daughters large eyes full of meaning, and spreads out her 
silks in slate. 

".And who is that distinguished-looking man who Just 
passed, and who gave you a reserved nod? ” asks her Lady- 
ship. “ Is that Lord X. ?" 

Kicklebury burst out laughing. ‘‘That, ma'am, is Mr. 
Higmore, of Conduit Street, tailor, draper, and habit-maker : 
and I owe him a bundled pound.” 

The insolence of that sort of people is really intolerable,'* 
says Lady Kicklebury. “There must be some distinction of 
clas|es. They ought not to he allowed to go everywhere. 
And who is yonder, that lady with the two Jx)ys and the— 
theVery high complexion?” Lady Kicklebury asks. 

*' That is a Russian princess ; and one of those little boys, 
the one who is sucking a piece of barley-sugar, plays, and 
wins five hundred louis in a night.” 

“Kicklebury, you do not play? Promise your mother 
you do not I Swear to me at this moment you do not I 
Where are the horrid gamblijig-rooms ? There, at that door 
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where the crowd is? Of course, I shall never enter 

them ! ** 

** Of course not, ma‘am,” says the affectionate son on duty. 

And if you come to the balls here, please don’t let Fanny 
dance with anybody, until you ask me hrst : you understand? 
Fanny, you will take care." 

“Yes, Tom," says Fanny. 

What, Hicks, how are you, old fellow? How is Platts? 
Wlio w ould have thought of you l)cing here ? When did you 
come?" 

"'I had the pleasure of travelling with Lady Kicklcbury 
and her daughters in the London boat to Antwerp," says 
t^aptain Hicks, making llic ladies a b<m'. Kicklcbury intro- 
duces Hicks tohib mother as his most particular fiiend—and 
bo whispers Fanny that “ he’s as go'nl a Icllow as ever lived, 
Hicks is." Fanny says, “Ho seems vciy kind and good- 
natured; and— Jind Captain I licks waltzes very well," says 
Miss Fanny with a blush, “and I hope 1 may have him for 
one of my partners." 

What a Dabel of longiios ii is in tins .splendid hall with 
gleaming marble pillars . a co.iseless rushing whisixir, as if 
the band were playing its music by a waterfall ! The Hrilish 
lawyers arc all got logolher, and my friend Lankin, on his 
arrival, has been earned off by his brother Serjeants, and 
Ixscomes once more a lawyer. “Well, brother Lankin," 
says old Sir Thomas Minos, with his venerable kind face, 
“you have got your rule, I see." And they fall into talk 
about their law matters, as they always do, wherever they 
are — ^at a club, in a ball-room, at a dinner-tabic, at the top 
of Chimborazo. Some of the young Ixirristers appear os 
bucks with uncommon splendour, and dance and hang about 
the ladies. But they have not the easy languid deuce-may- 
care air of the young bucks of the Hicks and Kicklebury 
school^they can’t put on their clothes with that happy 
negligence ; tbetr neckcloths sit quite differently on them, 
someliow ; they become very hot when they dance, and yet 
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flo not spin round near so quickly as those London youths* 
who have acquired experience in rorp&ne vilit and leamtd to 
dance easily by the practice of a thousand casinos. 

Above the Babel ton^ptes and the clang of the music, as 
you listen in the great saloon, you hear from a neighbouring 
room a certain sharp ringing clatter, and a hard clear voice 
cries out "‘Zero rouge;.'* or “ T'ronte-cinq noth Impair et 
passe/* And then tliere is ft pause of a couple of minutes, 
And then the voice says, “ Faiies Ic jeu, Messieurs. Le jeu 
cat fail, rien nc va plus'* — and the sharp ringing clatter re* 
commcnct;s. You know what that room t>? That is Hades. 
That is where the spirited proprietor of the csuiblishmcnt 
takes his toll, and ihilhcr the jx'ople go who pay llie money 
which supports the spirited proprietor of this fine palace and 
gardens. Let us enter Hades, and see what is going on there. 

Hades is not an unpleasant place. Most of the people 
look rather cheerful. You don’t sec any franlic gamblers 
gnashing ihcir tr:cth or dashing downi their last stakes. The 
winners have the morit anxious faces ; or the poor shabby 
fellows w'ho have got .systems, and are pricking down the 
alternations of red and black on cards, and don’t seem to be 
playing at all. On /»Ve diys the country people come in, men 
and women, to gamble ; and /A^^'seem to be e.\ciied as they 
pul doxvn their hard-t'arned florins with trembling rough 
bauds, and watch the turn of die wheel. But wliat you call 
the good company is very quiet and easy. A man loses his 
mass of gold, and gets up and walks off, witb<iut any jxir- 
ticular mark of despair. The only gentleman whom I saw at 
Notriiourg who seemed really affected was a certain Count dc 
Musiacheff, a Russian of enormous wealth, who clenched his 
fists, biMt his breast, cursed his stars, and absolutely cried 
with grief ; not for losing money, but for neglecting to win 
and play upon a amp dt xdnj^t, a senes in which the red wras 
turned up twenty times running: which .series.^ had he but 
playt'd, it is clear that he might have bioken M, Ixmoir's 
bank, and shut up the gambling-house, and doubled his own 
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fortune— when he would have been no happier, and all thn 
balls and music, all the newspaper-rooms and parks, all tlte 
feasting and pleasure of this delightful Rougeinoirbourg 
would have been at an end. 

For though be is a wicked gambling prince, I^noir, he is 
beloved in all these regions ; his establishment gives life to 
the town, to the lodging-house and hotel-keepers, to the 
milliners and hackney-coachmen, to the letters of horse-flesh, 
to the huntsmen and gardes -de-chasse ; to all these honest 
fiddlers and trnmpetcrs who play so delectably. Were 
I^noir*s bank to break, the whole little city would shut up ; 
and all the Noirbourgers wish him prosperity, and benefit by 
his good fortune. 

Three years since the Noirhourgers underwent a mighty 
panic. There came, at n lime when the chief Lenoir was at 
Paris, and the reins of government were in the hands of his 
younger brother, a company of adventurers from Mgium, 
with a capital of three hundred ihomand francs, and an 
infaUible system for pla\ mg ct noif\ and they boldly 

chaHcnge«J the bank of I.enoir, and down before his 
croupiers, and defied him. They called themselves in their 
pride the Contrebanque dc Noirbourg : they had their 
croupiers and punters, even as I.enoir ha<i his ; they had their 
rouleaux of Napoleons, stamped with their Conirebanquish 
seal and they l>egan to |>!,iy. 

As when tw'o mighty giants step out of a host and engage, 
the armies stand still in expectation, and the puny privates 
and commonalty remain quiet to witness the combat ol^the 
tremendous champions of the war : so it is said that when the 
Contrebanque arrived, and ranged itself before tlie officers of 
Lenoir — ^rouleau rouleau, bank-note to bank-note, war for 
fWiieontrolment for controlment— al! the minor punters and 
gamblers ceased their peddling play, and looked on in silencci 
round the verdant plain where the great combat was to be 
decided. 

Not used to the vast operations of war, like his elder 
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brother* Lenoir junior, tiie lieutenant, telegraphed to hia 
absent chief the news of the tnighty enemy who bad come 
dov^n U{>ou him, asked for instructions, and in the meanwhile 
met the focman like a man . The C ontrebanque of Noirbourg 
gallantly opened its campaign. 

T*he Lenotr bonk was defeated day after day. in numerooo 
savage encounters. The tactics of the Contrebanquist 
generals were n resistible . their infernal .system bore down 
everything Urforc it, and iht'y marched onwards terrible and 
victoiioub as the M.uedonian phaLinx, 'ruesday, a loss of 
eighteen thousand flonns ; Wednesday, a loss of twelve 
thousand florins ; ‘1'hurj.day, n loss of foiiy thousand florins ; 
night after night, the young Lenoir hati to chronicle these 
disasters in niclanclioly despatches to his chief. W'hat was 
to be done? Night after night, the Noirbourgers retired 
home doubt I ul and di.sconsoUic ; the horrid Conirebanquists 
gathered up ihCMr spoils andTeiircd to a victorious supper. 
How was It to end ? 

Kir away at I’aris, the elder Lenoir answered ilicse appeals 
of his brother by .sending reinforcenienls of money, Chests 
of gold ai lived for the bank. The Prince of Noiriiourg bade' 
Ill's beleaguered heutenanl not to lo.se heart . he himscll never* 
lor a nionieni blenched in this trying hour of danger. 

d'hc Conlreban(iui')ts still went on vieiorious. Rouleau 
after rouleau fell into their pos.ccssion. last the news came ; 
The Emperor has joined the Grand Army. Lenoit himself 
h.ui arrived from Paris, and was once more among his chiL 
drqp, bis jicople. The cLaily comliats continued : and still, 
sull, though Napoleon was wUh the Etgh s. the abonuhable 
(iontrebanquLts fought and conquered. And far greater 
than Napoleon, as great as Ncy himself under disaster, the 
bold l^noir never losiocounigc, never lost good-humour, was 
alTable, w as gentle, \vi\s careful of his subjects' pleasures and 
comforts, and met an adverse fortune with a dauntless smile. 

With a devilish forbearance and coolness, the atroctom 
Cdntrebanque^likc Polyphemus, who only took one of td» 
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fjnsoners out of the cave at a time, and so ate them off at 
leisute*-the horrid Contrebanquists, I say, contented them- 
selves with winning so much before dinner, and so much 
before supper— say five thousand florins for each meal. They 
played and won at noon : they played and won at eventide. 
They of Noirbonrg went home sadly every night ; the invader 
WEs carrying all before him. Whai must have been the feeb 
ijigs of the great Lenoir ? What were those of Washington 
before Trctilon, when it seemed all up with the cause of 
American Indeixindcnce ; what iho!»c of the virgin h'hxabtuh 
when the Armadii was signalled ; what those of Miltiades 
when the multitudinous Persian bore down on Marathon? 
'Ihe people looked on at the combat, and saw their chieftain 
stricken, bleeding, fallen, fighting still. 

At last there came one tlay when the Contrebanquists had 
won their allotted sum, and were alxnil to leave the tables 
which they had swept so often. But pndo and lust of gold 
had seised upon the heart of one, of their vainglorious chief- 
tains ; and he said, *'Do not let us go yet— let us win a 
thousand florins more 1 ” So tiiey stayed and set the bank 
yet a thousand florins. The Nojrbourgcrs lookeck on, and 
‘Ifetremblcd for their prince. 

Some three hours afterwards — .1 shout, a mighty shout, 
was heard around the windows of that palace : the town, the 
gardens, the hills, the fountains took up and echexxJ the jubl' 
feint acclaim. Hip. bip, hip, hurrah, hurrah, hurrah ! People 
rushed into each others* arms ; men, women, and children 
cried and kissed each other. Croupiers, who never feel, "‘lio 
never tremble, w'ho never care whctlicr black wins or red 
loses, took snuflf from each others' boxes, and laughed for 
joy; and l/cnor the dauntless, the invincible I-.cnoiri 
wiped the drops of perspiration from his calm forehead, as * 
drew the enemy’s last rouleau into his till. He had con- 
The Persians were beaten, horse and fooi—the 
^'j|irmada had gone down. Since Wellington shut up his tele- 
scope at Waterloo, when the Prussians came charging on 
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to the field, and the Guard broke and fled, there had been 
no such heroic endurance, stich utter defeat, such signal and 
crowning victory. Vivc Lenoir 1 1 am a Lenoirite. 1 liave 
read his newspapers, strolled in his gardens, listened to bis 
music, and rejoice in his victory : 1 am glad he beat those 
Contrcbanquisis. Diisipati sunt, Tlie game is up with 
thent. 

The instances of this inan’b ni.ignaniinlty arc numerous, 
and worthy of Al'xandcT ihc C;rcat, or Harry the Fifth, or 
Robin HoimI. Most gentle i * lu*. and thoughtful to tlicpoor, 
nncl merciful to the vanrjuishetl. AX’hon jeromy Diddler, who 
had lobt twenty jiounds at his table, lay in inglorious paw'n 
nt his inn — when O'Toole could not leave Noirbourg until he 
had received his reniitiauccs from Ireland— the noble Lenoir 
paid Diddler's inn bill, adtanced O 'loolc money upon his 
well known signature, franked both of them back to their 
native country again, and has never, wonderful to state, 
Ih'cii paid from tliat day to this. If you will go jday at his 
table, you may ; but nobody forces you. If you lose, pay 
w nil a cheerful heart. I uLi' €>t (jcfi/ire in A^co. This is 
not a treatise of morah. Fnar Tuck w.is not an cxemphuT 
ecclesiastic, nor Robin Hood a nwxld man; but he was im 
joll> outlaw : ami 1 dare say tlu* ShenfT of Noilingliam, 
Whose money he look, rather relished hi.', feast at Robin’s 
grcTcn t.able. 

And if >oa lose, worthy frknd, Uj }x>ssjbly you will, at 
IvCnoir's pretty games, console yourself by thinking that it is 
much better for yv?u in the end that you should lose, than 
tluit you should win. Let me, for niy p,irt, make a clean 
breast of u, and own that your humble servant did, on one 
occasion, win of Napoleons ; and beginning with a sum 

of no less than^liM •hillings. Dut until 1 had lost them again 
I was so fevet^ih'. excited, and uneasy, that 1 had neither 
dcicctauon in reading tlic meet exciting French novels, nor 
pleasure in seeing pretty landscapes, nor appcliie for dinner. 
The moment, however, that gniccless money was gone, equa« 
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nimity was restored ; Paul F^val and EugAno Sue began to 
be terriBcatly interesting again ; and the dinners at N'oirbouir^» 
though by no means good culinary specimens, were pcrfecily 
sufficient for my ensy and tranquil mind. Lankin, ho playcvl 
only a lawyer's nibber at wlust, marked the salutary change 
in his friend’s condition ; and, for my part, 1 hope and pray 
that’every honest reader of this volume who pUys at M. 
I^enoJr’s table will lose every sbjllifig of his winnings Ixyrorc? 
he goes away. Wliere are the g.iniMep: w liom we have read 
of? Where arc the card-players whom we can remember in 
our early dav's ? At one time almost every g^'ntleman playeth 
and there were whist-mbles in every l.idy'.s drawing-room. 
But trumps are going out along with mimbcrs of old-world 
institutions ; and, lx-foi*e very long, a Macklrg will 1^ as rare 
an animal as a knight in armour. 

'There was a little dwarfish alionive c ountcr-liank set up 
at KoirbtJurg this year : but the gentlemen j»oon dimgrwi 
among themM*hcs ; and, let u . luqie. were cut ofl‘ii) detail by 
the great Lenoir. And there was a KivniJmian at our inn 
who had won two Napoleons per day for the last six weeks, 
and who liad an infallible svstem, wh< reof ho kindly offered 
to communic«atc the secret for the consideration of a hundred 
louis ; but there cnnic one fatal night when the poor French- 
man's system could not make head against Turtune, atid her 
wheel went over him, and he disap^x.'ared uiit rly. 

With the early morning everybody rises ami mokes his or 
her appearance at the Springs, where they j^mrlnkc of wg^cr 
with A wonderful energy and |icr;evcTance, They say that 
people, get to be fond of this wratcr at last . as to wlmt instil 
cannot men accustom iheraselvcs? 1 drank a couple of glasses 
of an alximinablo sort of feeble salts in a stoic of very gentle 
effervescence ; but, though there was a vi‘ry pretty girl who 
served it. the drink w'os al>omioabl<', and it was a marvel to 
see the various topers, who tossed off glass after glass, which 
the fair^hoired little Hebe delivered sparkling from the weE 
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Seeing my wry faces, old Captain Carver expostulated, 
with a Jolly twinkle of his rye, as he absorbed the contents of 
a sparkling crystal beaker. *' Pooh ! lake another glass, sjr : 
you'U like it better and lx‘ltcr every day. It refreshes you, 
sir : it fortifies you • anrl as for liking it— gad I 1 remember 
the time wluui I didn't like claret. Times are altered now, 
ha I h;i 1 Mrs. rantail, madam, 1 wish you a very good 
morning. Iluw i^ 1 aiuail? He don't conic to drink the 
water : so much thf for him." 

To srt' Mr‘. I'antaii of an evening is to behold a magni- 
ficent siglu. Site ought to be shown in a room by herself ; 
and, indt^fd, would occupy a moderate-sized one with hear 
Pinson and adommenis. Mane Auioinctte's hoop is not 
biggtT than Mrs. Fantails flounces. Twenty men taking 
hands (and, indeed, .she likes to have at least that number 
about her) would scarcely encompass her. Her chestnut 
ringlets spread out in a hahj round her face : .slie must w’ant 
tw'O or three coiflVurs to arr,ing«' that prodigious head-dress ; 
and llicn, when It is done, how can she endure that extra- 
ordinary gown ? Her travelling Uindlioxes mu^^t be as large 
05 omnibtiscs. 

But sec Mrs. Funiail in the morning, having taken in all 
sail ; the chestnut curls have disappcarerl, and two 1 imp bands 
of brown hair Ixirde? hei lean sallow face ; you see before you 
an ascetic. .1 nun, a woman worn by monifications, of a sad 
yellow aspect, drinking salts at the well : a vision quite dif-„ 
ferent from iliat rapturous one of the previous night's ball- 
room, No w'ondcr I'antail does not come out of a morning ; 
hc\ad rather not see such a Kebecca at the well. 

Lady Kicj^|^m;ir>' came for some mornings pretty regu- 
larly, and wii'-icry civil to Mr. Leader, and made Mis$ 
Fanny drink when bis Lordship took a cup, and asked 
Lord Talboys and his tutor to dinner. But the tutor came, 
and. blushing, brought tin excuse from Talboys ; and poor 
MilUkcn had not a very pleasant evening after Mr. Daring 
Leader rose to go away. 
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But though the water was not good, the sun was bright, 
the music cheer>'» the landscape fresh and pleasant, and it 
v^ns always amusing to see the t»asl varieties of our hum:uj 
species that congregated at the Springs, and trudged up 
and down the grwn all<5es. One of the gambling con- 
spirators of the roulette- table it was gtxxl to see hcie, in 
his pri\»alc chaiactcr, drinking down pints of salts like 
any other sinner, h:iMng a honiel) wife on his .ann^ and 
lictwecn them a poodle on which liw k»visht‘d their ten- 
derest affection. You see these j;>t‘Oj)lc caie foi other things 
liesides trumps ; and are not alw.'tys thinking about liinck 
and red:— as even oj:res are n*presented, in tlieir histories, 
as of cruel natures, and hceniious nppoiues, and, to be 
sure, fond of eating men ftml women , but yet it api>ears 
that their W'ives often resjx'ctrxl them, aivd they had a 
sincere liking for their own hideous chiUlnm. And, l)c.sidcs 
the card'plaver^, there are kind jjlayen; : every now and 
then a fiddle from the n<*ig)ilx)uring orchestra, or a dis- 
organiMKl b.xsscvon, will step down and drink a glass of 
the water, and jump back into hk rank again. 

Then come the burly trewps of English, the honest lawyers, 
merchants, and genth men, with their wives and buxom 
daughters, and stout sons, that, almost grow'ii to the height 
of manhood, arc boys still, with rough svidc-awakc liats and 
shooting -jackets, full f»f lark and laughter. A French l>oy 
of sixteen has had //W pasitoft^ ere thiU lime, very likcly» 
and is already particular m Iils dress, an ogler of the 
women, and preparing to kill. Adolphe «says to Alforilc: 
** lit voilA ct'lte ch.arraante Miss Fanni, la Ixdle Kickleburi ! 
jc te donne ma parole, die cst fra it he cotnme une rose 1 la 
croitrtu riche, Alphonse? ' “Je me range, mon ami, vois- 
tu? La vie de garfon me p^se. Ma parole d'hooneurl 
jc me range/’ 

And he gives Miss Fanny a killing lx>w, and a glance 
which seems to say, ‘'Sweet Anglaisc, I know that I have 
won your heart” 
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Then, besides the yotmg French buck, whom we wlU 
willingly suppose hanuless, you see specimens of the French 
raff, who goes aux ctiux: gambler, speculator, senumen-, 
talist, duellist, tmvclluig with Madame bis w*ife, at whorh 
other faffs nrxl and wink faniiharly. Tliis rogue is much 
more piclure5<|uc and tivihsed tljan the similar person in 
our own country - x^hosc manners l»etray the stable; vdM^^ 
never reads anything but BtiTs Lift; and who is much 
moref at case in tonversing \Mth a groom than with his 
employer. ITcre. come Mt. Houcher and Mr, Fowler: 
Udter to ^famble for a score of nights with honest Monsieur 
Lenoir, than to sit down in pnvate once with those gentlC'^ 
men. Hut wc have s.ud that their profession Is going 
down, and the number of Greeks daily diminishes. 'I*hey * 
arc travelling with Mr. Bloundell, who was a gentleman 
once, and still retains about him some faint odour of that 
lime of bloom ; and Bloundell 1ms pul himself on young 
I^rd Taliiovs, and is trying to gi‘t some money out of that 
young nobleman. Bui the Lnglish youth of the present 
day is a wide-awake youth, and male or female artifices 
arc exjwnded pretty much in vain on our young travelling 
companion. ^ 

Who come yemder? Those two fallows whom ^rc met 
at the table d’hote at the 116tcl de Rilssic” the other day ; 
gentlemen of splendid costume, and yet questionable appear- 
ances, the eldest of whom called for the list of wines, and 
cried out loud enough for all the conipjiny to hear, ** Lafftte, 
six florins. 'Arry, slmll we have some Imfittc? You don't 
mind? No moie do I then, I say, waiter, let’s 'ave a pint 
of ordinaire.” Truth is stranger than fiction. You good 
fellow, wherever you are, why did you ask 'Arry to "avltt that 
pint of ordinaire in the presence of your obedient servant? 
How could he do otherwise than chronicle the speech? 

And see : here is a lady >vho is doubly desirous to be put 
kito print, who encourages it and invites iL It appears that 
OR Lankin’s first arrival at Noirbourg with his travelling eom^ 
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panioiit a tetiaia seasatioa was crcatcii in tlie little society 
by tlie rumoui' that an emissary of the famous Mr. Punch 
hac} arrived In the place ; and, as we were smoking the cigar 
of peace on the lawn after dinner, looking on at the bene* 
volent prc*tty scene. Mrs. Hopkins, Miss Hopkins, and the 
excellent head of the family walked many times up and down 
before us ; eyed us severely face to face, and then walking away. 
* shot back fierce glances at us in the Parthian manner ; and at 
length, at the third or fourth turn, ami when wc could not but 
overhear so fine a voice, Mrs. Hopkins looks at us steadily, and 
says, “ I'm sure he may put mi. in if he likes : I don’t mind.'* 

Oh, ma’am ! Oh. Mrs, Ilopkms 1 how should a gentle- 
man, t\ho had never seen your face or heiird of you before, 
want to put yo/d in ? What interest can the British public 
have in you? But as you wish it, and court publicity, here 
you are. Good luck go witli you, madam. I have forgotten 
your real name, and sliould not know you again if 1 saw you. 
'But wliy could not you leave a man to take his coffee and 
smoke his pipe in quiet ? 

Wc could never hive time to make a catalogue of all the 
portraits that figure in this motley gallery. Among the 
travellers in Kurope, who are daily rnuhlplying in numbers 
and increasing m splendour, the United State& dandies must 
not be omitted. They .seem as rich as the Milor of ojd days ; 
they crowd in European capitals ; they have elbowed out 
people of the old country from many hotels which we used 
to frequent ; they adopt the French fashion of dressing rather 
than ^rs, and they grow bandstjmer licards than EnglUb 
beards ; as some plants ore found to flourish and slioSt up 
prodigiously when introduced into a new soil Tlicdadies 
seem to be os well dressed as Parisians, and as handsome ; 
though Somewhat more delicate. perhai>s, than (he native 
English roses. They drive the finest carriages, they keep the 
grandest houses, they frequent the grandest company— *and« 
In a word, the Broadway Swell has now taken his station 
and asserted his dignity amongst the grandees of Europe. 
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He is fond of asking Count Keincck to dinner, and Griifinn 
Laura will condescend to look kindly upon a gentleman who 
has miUions of dollars. Here comes a pair of Kew Yorkers, 
Behold their elegant curling beards, their velvet coats, their 
delicate primrose gloves and cambnc handkerchiefs, and the 
aristocratic lieaiuy of their boots. Why, if you had sixteen 
qiiartcrings, you could not have smaller feet than those ; and 
if you were descended from a line of kings you could not ' 
smoke Inutcr or bigger cigais, 

I^tdy Ivnklt'biry cl<‘igni> to think ver) well of these young 
men, since she h-LS ^-c» n thenn in the n'mpaiiy of grandees 
ami hoard how rich ih«!y are. “ Wn j is that \Try stylish- 
looking uuman, to whom Mr. Washington M'alker spoke 
just now?" she asks of Kickkbury. 

Kicklelairy gives a twiHklo of his eye. " Oh, that, mother I 
that is Madame I,a Princcssc de Mogador— it’s a French 
tille," 

"She danced last night, and danced exceedingly well ; I 
reniaikcd her, There’s a very higli-brcd grace about the 
Princ^J.ss." 

"Yes, exceedingly. We’d belter come on," says Kicklc- 
bury, blushing rather as he returns the Princess’s nod. 

It is v\onderful how large Kicklebury's acquaintance is, 
lie has a word and a joke, in the best German he can muster, 
for everybody— for the high-wcll-born Imly, ns for the German 
jx'asant niiuden, who stood for the lovely portrait winch 
hiccs this page ; as for the pretty little washerwoman, who 
comes full sail down the streets, a bosket on her head and 
one Mrs. Fantail’s wonderful gowns swelling on each arm. 
As we were going to the Scbloss-Gartcn 1 caught a sight of 
the rogue's grinning face yesterday, close at little Gretel's car 
under her basket ; but spying out his mother advancing, he 
dashed down a by-street, and when we came up with her, 
Grctcl was alone. 

One but seldom sees the English and the holiday visitors 
in the ancient parts of Noirbourg : they keep to the streets 
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of nevr buOdiDgs and garden villas wbieh luive sprung up, 
under t)ie magic influence of M. Lenoir, under the white 
towers and gables of the old German town. The Prince of 
Trentc-ct-Quarantc has quite overcome the old Serene sove- 
reign of Noirbourg, whom one cannot help fancying a prince 
like a prince in a Cbristnias pantomime— a burlesque prince 
with twopence-halfpenny for a revenue, jolly and irascible, 
a prime-mrnister-kicking prince, fed upon fabulous plum- 
puddiogs and enormous p;vslel)oard joints, by cooks and valets 
with large heads which never alter their grin. Not that this 
portrait is from the life. Perhaps he has no life. Perhaps 
there is no prince in the great white tower, that we see for 
miles before we enter the little town. Pcrhajis he has been 
mediatised, and sold his kingdom to Monsieur Lenoir. 
Before the palace of Ixnoir there is a grove of orange-trees 
in tubs, which Lenoir liought from another German prince j 
who went straightway and lost the money, which he had 
been paid for his wonderful onange-trees, over Lenoir's green 
tables, at his roulette and trcntc-ci-quarantc. A great prince 
is Lenoir in his way : a generous and magnanimous prince. 
You may come to his feast and pay nothing, unless you 
please. You may walk m his gardens, sit in his palace, and 
read his thousand newspapers. You may go and play at 
whist in his small draw’ing-rooms, or dance and bear concerts ^ 
in his grand saloon — und tlicrc is not a penny to pay. His 
flddiers and trumpeters begin trumpeting and hddling for 
you at the early dawn— they twang and blow for you in the 
afternoon, they pipe for you at night that you may danaa-" 
anePthere is nothing to pay — l^noir pays for alL Give him 
but the chances of the table, and he will do all this and more. 

It is better to hve under I’rince Lenoir than a fabulous old 
German Durchlauchi whose cavalry ride wicker horses with 
petticoats, and whose prime minister has a great pasteboard 
head. Vive le Prince Lenoir 
There is a grotesque old carved gate to the palace of the 
Dufcblaueht, from which you could expect none but a panto- 
YOU 1L H 3 
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mlroe prc»cession to pass. The place looks asleep : the courts 
are grass-grown and deserted. Is the Sleeping Beauty lying 
yonder, m the great uhiic toijver? What is the little army 
about ? It seems a bh.im army a sort of grotesque military. 
The only charge of infantry wa** this : one day when passing 
through tin old town, looking for*' sketches. Perhaps drey 
become, croupiers at night. What can such a f.ibuloiis prince 
want with anything but a sham army? My fa^ountc walk 
was in the ancient quarter m the town— the dear old fabulous 
quarter, away from tlK‘ noisy actuuhlies of life and IMnoe 
l^noii s n« w pal — out of c>i - and eai shot of the dandies 
and the Lidies In thtvr gr md IxM clothe s at the promenades 
-and the r.itiling whiil of the rouUtti. wheel— and I liked to 
wander in the glum old gardens under the palace wall, and 
imagine the Sleeping Beauty w ithin there. 

Some one persuaded iw one day to break the charm, and 
see the interior of the imlace. 1 am sorry we did. There 
was no Sleeping Beauty in any chamber that wc saw ; nor 
any furies, good or malevolent, llicn* was a shabby set of 
clean old rooms, which loolo d as if they had be longed, to a 
prince hard put to it for money, and whose tm crown jewels 
would not fetch more th in King St( phen s pantaloons. A 
fugiiivo pnnee, a bravo prince struggling with the storms of 
fate, a prince m exile may be poor , but a pnnee looking out 
of his ow n palace w indow s w ith a dressing gown out at elbows, 
and dunned by his subject washerwoman— I say this is a 
painful objcKt. When tiny get shabby they ought not to 
1x5 -jen. ** Don t }ou think so, I^idy Kicklebury?” Lady 
Kicklebury evidently had calculated the pnee of the calfiets 
and hangings, and set them justly down at a low figure; 
“'rhesc Gciman princes,” she said, "arc not to be put on 
a level with English noblemen.” "Indeed*’ wc answir, 
"there is nothing so perfi^t os England nothing so good 
ns our aristocracy , nothing so perfect as our institutions.” 
" Nothing \ notkttig/ ’ sa>s I-ady K. 

An English pnneess was once brought to reign here ; uud 
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nIioQSt the whole of the littfe Court was Iseptupon her dowry. 
The pebple still regard her name fondly ; and they show, at 
the Schlo 58 ,.the rooms which she inhabited. Her old books 
are still there—ber old furniture brought from home ; the 
presents and keepsakes sent by her family are as they were 
in the Princess's lifetime : the very clock has the name of a 
Windsor maker on its face ; and portraits of all her numerous 
race decorate the homely walls of the now empty chamlxrrs. 
There is the iKrnighted old King, lus l^eartl hanging down to 
the star on his breast ; and the first gentleman cf Europe— 
so lavish of his portrait everywhere, and so chary of showing 
his Royal person — all tlie stalwart brothers of the now all 
but extinct generation arc there; their rjuarrcls and their 
pleasures, their glories and disgraces, enemies, flatterers, 
detractors, admirers— all now buiied. Is it not curious to 
think that the King of Trumps now virtually reigns in this 
place, and has deposed the other dynasty ? 

Wry early one morning, wishing to have a. sketch of th« 
White Tower in which our English princess had been Im- 
prisoned, I rejiaired to the gardens, and set alKjut a work, 
which, when completed, will no doubt have the honour of a 
place on tlic Ime at the Exhibition ; and, returning homewards 
to breakfast, musing uixin the strange fortunes and inhabitants 
of the queer, fantastic, melancholy place, behold, I came sud- 
denly upon a couple of persons, a male and a female ; the 
latter of whom wore a blue hood or " ugly,” and blushed very 
much on seeing me. The man began to laugh tichiiid bis 
tnoiustachcs, the wdiich cachinaation w'as checked i)y ari 
appealing look from the young lady ; and he held out his hand 
and said, " How d’ye do, Tiimarsh ? Been out making some 
cawtckachaws, hey ? ” 

I need not say that the youth before roe was the heavy 
dragoon, and the maiden was Miss Fanny Kicklebtiry. Or 
need I repeat that, in the course of ray blighted being. I never 
loved a yotmg gazelle to glad mo with its dark blue eye. but 
when it came to, &c., the usual disappointment was sure to 
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ensue? There is no tieccssUy why I should aUude to my 
feelings at this most manifest and outrageous case. " 1 gave 
a withering glance of scorn at the pair, and, with a stately 
salutation, passed on. 

Miss Fanny came tripping after me. She held out her 
little hand with such a t>retty look of deprecation, that 1 could 
not but take it ; and she said, “ Mr. I'itmarsh, if you please, 
J want to sfKMk to you, if you please ; " and, choking with 
emotion, I bade her si^eak on. 

♦* My broih»:r knows all about a, and highly approves of 
Captain I licks," she said, with her head hanging down ; *' and 
oh, hc‘s very goo<l and kind and I know liim mjucA better 
now, than 1 did when we were on board the steamer." 

I thought how 1 had mimicked him, and wiiat an ass 1 
had been. 

*'Arul you know'," she continued, "that you have quite 
deserted me for the last ten days for your great acquaintances.” 

" I have been to play chess w'Uh Ix>rd Knightsbridge, who 
has the gout." 

"And to drink tea conslamly with that American lady; 
and you have written verses in her album, an^ in Lavinia's 
album i and as 1 saw that you had quite thrown me off, why, I 
—iny brother approws of it highly ; and — and Captain Hicks 
likes you very mucti, and says you amuse him very much — 
indeed he docs." says the arch little wretch. And then she 
Added a postscript, as it were to her letter, which contained, 
as usual, die point which she wished to urge — 

" You— won't break it to Mamma — will you be so kind? 
My brother w ill do that "—and I promised her ; and she ran 
nw'ay, kissing her hand to me. And I did not say a worfl to 
Lady Kicklebury, anil not above a diousand people at Noir- 
bc^rg knew that Miss Kicklebury and Captain Hicks were 
eogaged. 

And now let those who arc too confident of their virtue 
Ibtcu to the truUiful and melancholy story which I have to 
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relate, and honible iberoselves, and bear in mind that the 
most perfect among us are occasionally liable to fall. Kiokle- 
bury was not perfect, -—I do not defend his practice. Me 
a great deal more time and money than w.as gocKl for Imn at 
M. Lenoir's gamipg-iable. .ind the only thing which ilio young 
fellow never lost was his good- humour. I f Fortune shook her 
swift wings and fle<l away from him, he laughed at the retreat- 
ing pinions, and you s.aw him dancing and laughing .as gnily 
after losing a roulc.au, as if he was inaJc of money, and really 
had the five thousand a yt‘ar whith his mother said w;tf. the 
amount of the Kicklebury property. Hut when her l-ad)‘ship's 
jomiure, and llie young ladies* allowances, .and the interest of 
mortgages were paid out of ilic five thousand a year, 1 grieve 
to say that the gallant Kicklebury ‘s income was to be counted 
by hundreds and not by thousands ; so that, for any young 
lady who wants a carnage (ami who can li\e without one?) 
Our friend the Uironci is not a tiehirable ^ipecimen of bachelors. 
Now, whether u was that the presence of hi*i mamuia inter- 
rupted his plcastin^s, oi certain of her ways did not please him, 
or that he had lost all hi > money at rouU'iie ami could afford 
no more, certain it i^, iliat after about a furlnighrs stay at 
Koirbourg, he went olT to shoot wdlh <. c»tjnt Linhorn in Wrsl- 
plialia; he and Hicks p.trting the dearc? i of friends, and the 
baronet going off on A pony which the Captain lent to him. 
Between him and MiUiken, his brother-in-law, there was not 
much sympathy j- for he pronounced Mr, Milhken lo be what 
is called a muff ; nnd had never been familiar with his elder 
sister Lavinia, of whose poems he h,id a mean opinion, ^nd 
who usetl lo tca‘^c and worry him by teaching him French, 
and telling talcs of him to 1ns mamma, when he was a school- 
boy home for ti,c holidays. Whereas, between the liaronet 
and Miss Fanny there seemed to be the closest affwiion : they 
walked together every morning to the waters ; they joked and 
laughed with each other as happily as possible. Fanny was 
fdmofil ready to tell fibs to screen her brother's malpractices 
ihim her mamma ; slic cried irljcn she heard of bis mishaps^ 
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and that he had lost too much money at the green table 
when Sir Thomas went away, the good little soul brought him 
five louis ; which was all the money she had t for you see slw 
paid her mother handsomely for her board ; and when her 
little glove and milliner's bills were settled^how much was 
there left out of two hundred a year? And she cried when 
she heard iliat 1 licks had lent Sir Thomas money, and went 
up and said, ** Thank you, C'aptain Hicks ; " and shook hands 
with the Captain so eagerly, that I thought he was a luckj^ 
fellow, who had a father a wealthy attorney in Bedford Row. 
Heigh'ho 1 1 saw how matters were going. The birds 
sing in the spring-time and the flowers bud. 

Mrs. Milliken, in her character of invalid, took the advan- 
tage of her situation to have her husband constantly about 
her, reading to her or w'atching her wliilst she was doring, 
and so forth ; and T-ndy Kicklcbury found the life which this 
pair led nuhet more monotonous than that sort of existence 
which she liked, and would leave them alone with Fanny 
(Captain Hicks not uncommonly coming in to lake tea ^ith 
the three), whilst her Ladyship went to the Redoute to hear 
the niU5.ic, or read the papers, or play a game of whist 
there. 

The news pajKT- room at Noiibourgis nc.\t to the roulette- 
room, into which the doors are always open ; and I.ady K. 
would come, with newspaper m hand, into this play-room, 
sometimes, and look on at the gamesters. 1 have mentioned . 
A little Russian boy, a little imp with the most mLschievous 
lnf„lligence and good-humour in his face, who was suffered by^ 
his parents to play as much os he chose, and who pulled 
bonbons out of one pocket and Napoleons out of tlie otbeT^ 
and seemed to have quite a diabolical luck at the table. 

Lady Kieklebtiry's terror and interest at seeing this bdy 
were extreme. She watched him and watched him, and be 
seemed always to win ; and at last her Ladyship put down |usl 
A florin— only just one flonn— on one of the numbers at 
roulette whicli the little Russian imp was backing. Namb^ 
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twenty-seven came tip, and tlie croupiers flung over three gold 
pieces and flve florins td Lady Kic^ebury. which she raked 
up with a trembling hand. 

She did not play any more that night, but sat in the play- 
room pretending to read the newspaper ; but you could 
sec her eye peering over the sheet, and always fixed on the 
little imp of a Russian. He had very good luck that night, 
and his winning made Iier very savage. As he retired, rolling 
bis gold pieces into his pocket, and sucking his barley-sugar, 
she glared after him with angry eyes ; and went home, and 
scolded c\*er)‘body, and had no sleep. I could hear her scold- 
ing. Our apartments in the Tissisch House overlooked Lady 
Kicklebury's suite of rooms : the great windows were open in 
the autumn. Yes ; I could hear her scolding, .and see some 
Other people sitting whispering in the embrasure, or looking 
out on the harvest motiii. 

‘ The next evening, Lady Kicklebury shirked away from the 
^■concert ; and I saw her in the play-room again, going 'round 
and round the table ; and, lying m anibiish behind Journal 
des Dibais, I marked how, after looking slcaltbily round, my 
Lady whipped a piece of money under the croupier's elbow, 
and (there having been no coin there previously) I saw a florin 
on the Zero. 

She lost that, and walked away. Then she came back and 
put down two florins on a number, and lost again, and liccamc 
very red and angry ; then she retreated, and came back a 
third lime, and a scat Ix’ing vacated by a player, Lady Kicklc- 
bury sal down at the verdant board. Ah me I She h»d a 
pretty good evening, and carried off a little money again that 
night. The next day W'as Sunday : she gave two florins at 
the collection at church, to Fanny’s surprise at Mamma’s 
liberality. On this night of course there was no play. Her 
Ladyship wrote letters and read a sermon. 

But the next night she was l>ack at the table ; and won 
plentifully, until the little Russian .sprite made bis 
^nppearance^ when it seemed that her luck changed. Slw 
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began to bet upon him, and the young Calnmck lost too, 
Her Ladyship’s temper went along with her money: first 
she backed the Cal muck, and then she played against him. 
When she played against him. his luck turned ; and he began 
straightway to win. She put on more and more money as 
she lost : her \\ innings went : gold came out of secret pockets^ 
She had but a floi in left at last, and tried it on a numberi and 
failed. She got up lo go away. I watched her, and 1 
watched Mr. Jus lice .Kaciis ttjo. who put down a Napolcott 
when he tliought nobody was locl.ng. 

The ncKt day my I.aily Kicklbury walked over (0 the 
money-changers, where she changed a couple of circular 
notes. She was at the table that niglit again ; and the next 
night, and the next night, and the next. 

liy about the fifth day she was like a wild woman. She 
scolded so, th.it Ilirsch, the courier, s.aid he should retire from 
Monsieur's service, as he was not hired by Lady Kicklebury : * 
that Hownian gave warning, and told another footman in the* 
building that he wouldn't stand the old cat no longer, blow 
him if he would : that the maid (who was a Kicklebury girl) 
and Fanny cried : and th.it Mrs. Millikcn's maid, Finch, com- 
plained to h(‘r mistress, who ordered her husband to remon- 
strate w ith licr mother. Millikcn remonstrated with his usual . 
mildness, and, of course, was routed by her Ladyship. Mrs. 
MilUken said, " Give me the daggers," and came to her hus- 
band's rescue. A battle royal ensued ; the scared Millikcn 
hanging alxjui his bles.-.cd laivima, and entreating and im- 
plocng lier to be calm. Mrs. Millikcn K>as calm. She 
asserted her thgnity as mistress of her own family: as con-* 
troUer of lier own household, as wife of hc»^ adored husband ; 
and she told her mamma, that with her oi hers she must not 
interfere ; that she knew her duty as a child ; but that she 

also knew it as a w ife, as a The rest of the sentence was 

drowned, ns Milliken, rushing to her, called her Ills soul's 
angd, his adored blessing. 

Lady Kicklebury remarked that Shakspeare was veiy right 
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in stating how much sliatper than a thankless tooth it is to 
iiave a serpent child. 

Mrs. MillUcen said, the conversation could not be carried 
on in this manner : that it was best her mamma should now 
know% once for oil, that the way in which she assumed the 
command at Pigeoncot was intolerable ; that all the sen'ants 
had given warning, and it was with the greatest difticuUy they 
could be soothed : and that, os their living together only led 
to quarrels and painful recriminations (the civlling her, after 
her forbearance, a st'rpt'n/ <r/;iA/,^as an expression which she 
would hope to forgive and foigei), they had Ijettcr part. 

Lady Kicklcbury wears a front, and, I make no doubt, a 
complete jasoy ; or she certainly w ould have let down her 
back hair, at this minute, so overpowering were her feelings, 
and so bitter her iridignatioii at her daughter’s black ingrati- 
tude* She intirnaiod some of her sentiments, by ejaculatory 
conjiurations of evil. She hoped her daughter might noi feel 
what ingratitude was ; that might never liavc children to 
turn on her and bring herto the grave with grief. 

“ Bring me to the grave with fiddlestick 1 Mrs. Milliken 
said, with sonic asperity. “And, as we are going to part, 
Mamma, and a:. Ilomcc has paid f hi njf on the journey 

as yet, and we have only brought a Tcry few circular notes 
%’ilh us, perhaps you w ill have the kindness to give him your 
share of the travelling expenses — for you, for Fanny, and your 
two servants whom you would bring with you : and the man 
has only been a perfect hindrance and great useless log, and 
our courier has had to do everything. Your sliare is gow 
cighly-two pountls. " 

Lady Kicklcbury .at this gave three screams, so loud that 
even the resolute 1-avinia stopped m her siieech. Her I^dy 
ship looked wildly : ** Lavinia ! Horace ! F'anny my child," 
she said, *'comc here, and listen to your mother's sliame." 

‘•What?" cried Horace, aghast. 

“I am ruined! I am a beggar! Yes; a beggar. I have 
lO&t aU— all at yonder dreadful table." 
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“How do you mean all? How much is aU?"* asked 
Horace. 

“ All the money I brought with me, Horace. I intended 
to have paid the whole expenses of the journey : yours^ this 
ungrateful child's—everything. But, a week ago, having 
seen a lovely Ixiby's lacc dress at the lace-shop ; and — ^and^ 
won enough at wh-wh<whoo-i$t to pay for it, all but two^two 
florins — m an evil moment I went to the roulette-table-^and 
lost — every shilling : and now, on my knees before you, I 
confess my shame.'* 

I am not a tragic painter, and cejtainly won’t attempt to 
depict thii harrowing scene. But what could she mean by 
saying she wislicd to pay everything? She had but two 
twenty-pound notes : and how she was to have paid all 
the exi^enscs of the tour with that small sum, 1 cannot con* 
jecturc. 

The confession, how'cver, had the cffect'Of mollifying Joor 
Milhkcn and his wife : after the latter had learned that her 
mamma had no money at all at her T.x)ndon bankers’, and 
had overdrawn her account there, Lavinia consented that 
Horace should advance her fifty pounds upon her I.adyship*s 
solemn promise of repayment. 

And now it was agreed that this highly respectable lady 
should return to EngUnd, quick as she might : somewhat*^ 
sooner than all the rest of the public did ; and leave Mr. and 
Mrs. Homce MilUkon behind her, as the waters were still 
cousidered highly salutary to that mo.<;t interesting invalid. 
An^ to England I^dy Kicklcbury went ; taking advantage 
of Lord Talboys* return thither to place herself under his 
Lordship’s protection : as if the cnonnous Bowman was not < 
protector sufficient for her Ladyship ; and as if Captain Hides 
would have allowed any mortal man, any German student, , 
any French tourist, any F’russian whiskerando, to do a harm 
to Miss Fanny I For though Hicks is not a bnlllaot oT 
poetical genius, I am bound to say that the fellow has good , 
sense, good manners, and a good heart ; and w*ith these ^ 
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qualities, a competent sum of money, and a pair of exceed^ 
ingly handsome moustaches, perhaps the poor little Mrs. 
Launcelot Hicks may be happy. 

No accident befell Lady Kicklebury on'hcr voyage home- 
vrards: but she got one more lesson at Aix-la-Chupelle, 
which may serve to make her Ladyship more cautious for the 
future : for, seeing Mndame la Princesse de Mogador enter 
into a carriage on the railway, into wlucli Lord Talboys 
followed, nothing would content I-ady Kicklebury but to 
rush into the carnage after this noble (Xiir ; and the vehicle 
turned out to lx: what is called on the German lines, and 
what 1 >vihh were established in England, the Rdiuh Coupi» 
Having seated himself in this vehicle, and looked rather 
sulkily at my Lady, Lord Talboys tx-gan to smoke : which, 
as the son of an English carl, heir to many thousands per 
annum, Lady Kicklebury piTmitted him to do. And she 
introduciKi herself to Madame la Pnnccssc de Mogador, 
mentioning to her Highnes > that she h.id the pleasure of 
meeting Madame la Pnnccssc at Rougeinoirbourg ; that she, 
I-ady K., was the mother of the Chevalier de Kicklebury, 
who had the advantage of the acciuainiance of Madame la 
Princesse ; aud that she honied Madame la Princesse hud 
enjoyed her stay at the waters. To these advances the 
Princess of Mogador returned a gracious and affable salu- 
tation, exchanging glances of peculiar meaning witli two 
highly respectable bearded gentlemen who travelled in her 
suite ; and. w hen asked by milady whereabouts her yigh- 
nesses residence was at I’aris, said that her hotel was in the 
Rue Notre Dtoe de Lorette : where l.Ady Kicklebury hoped 
to have the honour of wailiug upon Madame la Princesse de 
Mogador. 

But when one of the bearded gentlemen called the Princess 
'iiy the familiar name of Fifme, and the other said, Veux>tu 
furoer, Mogador?" and the Princess actually took a cigar 
and began to smoke, Lady Kicklebury was aghast, and 
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trembled ; and presently Lord Talboys burst into a loud fit 
of laughter. 

“What is the cause of your Lordship's amusement)^** 
asked the dowager, looking very much frightened, and 
blushing like a maiden of sixteen. 

“Excuse me, Lady Kicklebury, but I can’t help it," he 
said. ‘ ' You’ve been talking to your opposite neighbour— she 
don't understand a \vord of English — and calling her princess 
and highness, and she’s no more a princess than you or L 
She is a little luillinor in the street slie mentioned, and she 
dances at Mahille and hAteau Rciige." 

Hearing tliese tsso familiar names, the Princess looked 
hard at Lord Talboys, but he never lost countenance ; and at 
the next station Lady Kicklebury rushed out of the smoking- 
carriage and returned to her own place ; where, 1 dare say, 
Captain Hicks and Miss Fanny were delighted once more to 
have the advantage of her company and conversation. And 
so they went back to ICngland, and the Kickleburys were no 
longer seen on the Rhine. If her Ladyship is not cured of 
hunting after great people, it will not be for want of warning : 
but which of us in life lias not had many warnings ; and is it 
for lack of then! that we stick to our little failings still? 

When the Kickleburys were gone, that merry little Rouget- 
noirbourg did not seem the same place to me, somehow. T'he 
sun shone still, but the wind came down cold from the purple 
hills ; the band played, but their tunes wiTc stale ; the pro* 
menrders paced the alloys, but I knew all their faces : as T 
looked out of my windows in the Tissisch House upon the 
great blank casements lately occupied by the Kickleburys, and 
remembered what a pretty face I had seen looking thence but 
a few' days back, I cared not to look any longer ; and though 
Mrs. Milliken did invite me to tea, and talked fine arts and 
poetry over the meal, both the beverage and the conversation 
seemed very weak and insipid to me, and 1 fell aslee^p once in 
my choir opposite that highly cultivated being. “ Let us go 
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side, and the green vineyards coml>od along the hills, and 
II hen I woke up, it was at a gicat hotel at Cologne, and it was 
not sunrise yet. 

Deutz lay oppo.^itc, and over Deutz the dusky sky was 
reddened. The hills were veiled in the mist and ilie grey. The 
grey river flowed underneath us the steamers wore roosting 
along the quays, a light keeping watch in the catnns here and 
there, and its reflections quivering in the watrr. As I look, 
the sky -line to\\ ards the east grows redder and redder. A long 
troop of grey horsemen winds down the river road, and passes 
over the bridge of boat'-. You might take them for ghosts, 
those grey horsemen, so shadowy do they look ; but you hear 
llie trample of tlu'ir hoofs as tlicy pass over the planks. Every 
minute the dawn twinkles up into the tvvihght ; and over 
Deiitz the heaven blushes brighter. Tiie quays begin to fill 
with men the carts begin to creak and rattle, and wake the 
sleeping echoes. Ding, ding, ding, the steamers’ bells t)cgin 
to ring • the i^eople on board to stir and wake : tlie lights 
may be extinguished, and i.akc their turn of bicep : the active 
boats sliake themselves, and push out into tlic i iver : the great 
bridge* oi'iens, and gnes them passage : the church bells of the 
city begin to clink ; the cavalry trumpets blow from the oppo- 
site bank ; the sailor is at the w liecl, the porter at his burden, 
the soldier at lus musket, and the priest at his prayers. . . , 

And lo ! in a flash of crimso.n spleriilour, with blazing 
scarlet clouds running lieforc his chariot, and heralding his 
majestic appnvvch, God’s sun rises iqjon the world, and all 
natitre wakens and brightens. 

O glorious spectacle of light and life ! O Ijcntific symbol 
of Power, Love, Joy, Beauty ! Let us look at lhc<* with 
humble wonder, and thankfully acknowledge and adore, 
What gracious foretliought is it— what generous and loving 
provision, that deigns lo prepare for our eyes and to soothe 
emr hearts wdth such a splendid morning festival ! For these 
magnificent bounties of Heav’cn to us, let us be thankful, 
even that vfre can feel thankful— {for thanks surely is the 
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noblest eflfbrt, as it is the greatest delight, of the gentle soul) 
—and soj a grace for this feast, let all say who piirlakc of it. 
See I the mist clears off Drachenfels, and it looks out from 
the distance, and bids us a friendly farewell. Farewell to 
holiday and sunshine ; fiirewell to kindly sport and pleasant 
leisure I Let us say good bye to the Rlnne, friend. Fogs, 
and cares, and labour are awaiting us by the Thames ; and 
a kind face or two looking out for us to cheer and bid us 
welcome. 


THE END. 
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